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CHAPTEE    I. 

A     PKOPOSED     ALLIANCE. 

In  one  of  the  older,  narrower  streets  of  Paris, 
between  the  Champs  Elysees  and  the  Eue  St. 
Honore,  one  sharp  frosty  afternoon  a  fiacre 
had  drawn  up  at  the  entrance  of  a  large 
house — the  handsome  porte  cochere  of  which 
stood  partly  open,  showing  a  paved  yard, 
with  a  grass  plot,  in  the  centre  of  which 
stood  a  large  acacia  tree  now  brown  and  bare. 
From  the  Jiacre  descended  a  lady  —  no 
longer  young — who  wore  a  cloak  of  velvet 
and  sable,  a  black  bonnet  with  crimson 
feathers,  fitted  becomingly  over  the  dark 
glossy  bandeaux  of  her  hair,  suiting  her  com- 
plexion, and  keen  dark  eyes.  She  paid  the 
driver  with  a  delicately  gloved  hand  and 
entered. 

VOL.  I.  1 
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"  Madame  Falk  ?  "  she  said  in  a  question- 
ing tone,  to  the  concierge^  who  was  darning 
stockings  just  inside  the  glass  door  of  her 
lodge. 

"Is  out,  Madame,"  said  that  functionary 
who  had  risen  to  speak  with  the  visitor. 

"  Ah  !  "  a  disappointed  "  ah  !  " 

"  But  Mademoiselle,  Mademoiselle  Barton  " 
(the  "  ton  "  emphasised  nasally)  "  is  at  home, 
and  receives,"  added  the  conciei^ge  consolingly. 

The  enquirer  hesitated  and  seemed  to 
reflect. 

"  Well,  then  I  will  ascend  !  "  she  exclaimed 
with  sudden  decision. 

"On  the  fourth  to  the  left,  Madame!" 
said  the  concierge  rapidly,  and  closed  her 
door  against  the  keen  air,  while  her  inter- 
locutor began  to  mount  the  long  stair,  if  not 
rapidly,  yet  with  a  steady,  firm  step  that 
brought  her  to  the  lofty  etage  where  Made- 
moiselle Barton  perched,  with  unhurried 
breath  and  quiet  pulse. 

The  fourth  storey  was  somewhat  low, 
moreover  it  would  have  been  the  better  of 
fresh    paint    and    paper,   but   the   elegantly 
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dressed  visitor  took  little  heed,  and  speedily 
rang  a  cracked,  jangling  bell  at  the  door 
numbered  2.  This,  after  a  moment's  delay, 
was  opened  wide,  by  a  tall,  very  tall,  thin 
woman,  in  a  long  morning  gown  of  deep  red 
cashmere.  She  wore  her  stiff  grey  hair  in 
a  close  curly  crop,  her  light  blue,  rather 
fiercely  enquiring  eyes,  gazed  doubtingly  at 
the  fashionably  dressed  dame  who  faced  her. 
A  boldly  hooked  nose  and  a  long  upper  lip, 
gave  a  somewhat  repellent  air  of  sternness 
to  her  physiognomy  which  had  an  odd 
masculine  look. 

"Pardon  me,  Madame,  but  can  I  see 
Madame  Falk  or  Mademoiselle  Barton  ?  " 

"  Madame  Falk  is  out ;  I  am  Mademoiselle 
Barton,  and  at  your  service,  Madame." 

"  A  thousand  thanks !  I  have  the  pleasure 
of  knowing  Madame  Falk,  but  must  present 
myself  to  Mademoiselle !  Madame  Dupont ! 
My  son  has  the  honour  of  your  acquaint- 
ance." 

"  Pray  come  in !  Yes,  we  have  the  plea- 
sure of  knowing  Monsieur  Achille,"  and  a 
gracious  smile  lit  up  the  grim  countenance  of 

1* 
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Miss  Barton.  "  A  charming  young  man ! 
My  cousin  will  be  liere  very  soon  ;  pray  sit 
down." 

While  slie  spoke,  slie  usliered  Madame 
Dupont  through  a  small  vestibule  or  anii- 
chambre^  from  which  several  doors  opened, 
to  a  fairly  well-furnished  sitting-room,  dig- 
nified by  the  title  of  salon,  which  possessed  a 
a  handsome  Japanese  cabinet,  and  one  or  two 
good  pictures.  A  half-open  door  to  the  left 
permitted  a  peep  into  a  small  room,  chiefly 
occupied  by  a  writing-table,  on  which,  as 
well  as  on  various  chairs,  were  piled  news- 
papers, slips  of  MS.,  books,  pamphlets,  etc.,  etc. 

"  Yes,  Madame  Talk  is  already  past  her 
time  for  returning,  as  we  always  have  a  cup 
of  tea  about  this  hour,"  and  Miss  Barton 
drew  [forward  an  armchair  for  her  visitor. 

"  Many  thanks,  Mademoiselle,  I  shall  then 
wait  if  it  does  not  derange  you  I  " 

"You  do  me  a  pleasure,  Madame,  though 
let  me  remark  that  my  cousin  and  myself  are 
real  I  partners,  and  I  am  as  free  to  attend  to 
any  matter  of  business  concerning  her  as  she 
is  herself." 
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'•  No  doubt,  Mademoiselle !  I  admit  that, 
besides  doing  myself  the  honour  of  calling  on 
Madame  and  yourself,  I  wish  to  ask  her  a  few- 
questions,  if  she  will  have  the  goodness  to 
permit  me,  not  exactly  of  a  business  nature, 
yet  not  quite  free  from  it.  I  believe  Made- 
moiselle is  acquainted  with  the  family  Zava- 
doskoi'  ?  I  think  I  have  seen  you  at  some  of 
the  receptions  of  Madame  La  Comtesse." 

"  Zavadoskoi !  why,  yes,  of  course.  I 
don't  go  out  much,  but  I  generally  go  once 
or  twice  to  her  receptions  during  the  winter. 
I  have  known  the  Countess  since  she  was  a 
baby  ;  she  was  my  pupil,  and  a  little  angel." 
The  harsh  face  softened  as  she  said  it,  and  a 
quick  sigh  heaved  her  chest. 

"  She  is  still  angelic,"  returned  Madame 
Dupont  with  a  polite  smile.  "Her  salon  is 
one  of  the  best  in  Paris ;  one  meets  a  very 
distingushed  society  there.  I  think  your 
neighbours  have  the  entree.  Monsieur 
Eiddell  and  his  daughter  frequent  it." 

"Miss  Eiddell  occasionally,  not  her 
father." 

"  But    Monsieur     Eiddell    is    exceedingly 
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distingue,''  said  Madame  Dupont  impres- 
sively ;  "  well  bred,  well  instructed,  and  no 
doubt  well  off,  of  good  family  and  high 
connections,"  she  added  in  a  keenly  interro- 
gative tone. 

"I  know  little  or  nothing  about  him," 
returned  Miss  Barton  abruptly,  "  though  we 
see  a  good  deal  of  his  daughter  ;  they  are  my 
cousin's  friends." 

"Precisely,"  rejoined  Madame  Dupont  with 
a  satisfied  voice,  "  nevertheless," — what  she 
was  about  to  add  remained  unspoken,  for  at 
that  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  a 
lady  entered  quickly.  She  was  of  middle 
height,  and  dressed  in  a  long,  fashionable, 
fur- trimmed  cloak,  a  wide-brimmed  black 
beaver  hat  and  feathers  crowned  the  costume. 
(It  was  ten  years  ago,  and  such  a  head-dress 
was  then  considered  chic.)  Beneath  was  a 
bright,  strong,  brunette  face,  with  a  pair  of 
small  but  expressive  brown  eyes,  a  kindly 
pouting  mouth,  and  a  somewhat  massive  jaw. 
Her  hat  hid  the  thick  fringe  which  clustered 
over  the  brow  and  concealed  its  height. 
The  hands  which  held  her    umbrella  and   a 
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roll  of  paper  were  small,  well  shaped,  and 
well  gloved. 

"Ah!"  she  cried.  "I  am  late,  but  I 
haven't  done  half  I  intended."  Then, 
catching  sight  of  Madame  Dupont  and 
changing  into  French,  "  A  thousand  pardons, 
Madame,  charmed  to  see  you ;  to  what  do  I 
owe  the  pleasure  of  this  visit  ?  " 

"  A  visit  I  have  long  wished  to  make,  and 
hope  it  may  be  acceptable  to  Madame,"  said 
the  visitor,  rising. 

"  Certainly,  my  dear  Madame  Dupont,  I  am 
greatly  gratified."  She  unfastened  and  threw 
open  her  warm  mantle. 

"I  will  relieve  you  of  that,"  said  Miss 
Barton  in  French,  "and  leave  you  with 
Madame,  who  wishes  to  speak  to  you  on  some 
serious  matters."  She  took  the  cloak  and, 
retiring  into  the  next  room,  closed  the  door. 

There  was  a  short  pause  when  the  two 
ladies  were  left  together.  Then  Madame 
Dupont  began  with  a  little  hesitation : 

"Yes,  besides  the  wish  to  enrol  myself 
among  your  acquaintances,  perhaps  your 
friends,   dear   Madame,    I  am  anxious  for  a 
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little  information  respecting  your  charming 
compatriots,  with  whom  you  have  such 
intimate  relations,  and  as  the  matter  on  which 
I  wish  for  the  benefit  of  your  advice  is 
peculiarly  delicate  and  appeals  especially  to 
the  sympathies  of  women,  I  determined  to 
apply  to  you  before  taking  any  step" — she 
paused  for  breath  as  this  speech  was  reeled 
off  with  much  rapidity. 

"If  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you  I  shall 
be  most  happy,"  returned  Madame  Talk 
gravely.  "I  suppose  you  allude  to  Mr. 
Eiddell  and  his  daughter  ?  " 

"  Exactly  !  I  have  come,  dear  Madame,  to 
confide  in  you  the  deep  anxiety  with  which  I 
have  learned  that  my  son — my  beloved  only 
son — has  formed  a  warm  attachment  to 
Mademoiselle  Eiddell,  who  is  most  attractive 
and  elegant.  He  urges  me  to  demand  her 
hand  in  marriage,  but  Madame,  we — women 
of  the  world — know  that  marriage  is  a 
serious  affair,  and  much  as  I  admire  your 
charming  young  friend,  I  hope  you  will  not 
think  me  prejudiced  or  narrow-minded  if  I 
say  I  should  prefer  his  marrying  a  French 
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woman,  and  a  Catholic.  Moreover,  the 
Enghsh  system  of  life  is  costly  ;  nevertheless, 
the  wishes  of  a  beloved  son  have  always 
immense  power  over  a  mother's  heart,  and  if 
the  marriage  can  be  arranged,  that  is,  if  Mr. 
Eiddell  would  consent,  and  bestow  a  proper 
dot  upon  his  daughter,  I  should  put  no 
obstacle  in  the  way." 

Madame  Falk  did  not  answer  immediately  ; 
she  thought  for  a  moment,  with  a  serious 
face,  though  anyone  who  knew  her  might 
have  recognised  a  twinkle  of  amusement  in 
her  eyes. 

"  And  how  can  I  be  of  use  to  you  in  this 
afiair,  Madame  Dupont  ?  "  she  said  at  length. 

"You  can  speak  to  the  father,  who  is 
extremely  distingue  (and  really  speaks  French 
well  for  an  Englishman),  ascertain  his  views 
and,  above  all,  what  fortune  he  intends  to  give 
the  young  lady  (she  is,  I  am  told,  an  only 
daughter).  On  our  side,  my  son  is  well 
provided  for,  as  can  soon  be  explained. 
Such  being  the  case,  dear  Madame,  I 
naturally  expect  my  son's  wife  to  bring  some 
equivalent  into  the    common  purse.      Being 
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widowed,  I  thought  it  well  to  advise  with  you 
before  I  opened  the  subject  with  Monsieur 
Eiddell,  though  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
knowing  him.  Will  you,  dear  Madame, 
undertake  the  task  of  sounding  Monsieur  ?  '* 

"  I  see  no  reason  why  you  should  not 
address  yourself  to  him  at  once,"  replied 
Madame  Falk,  in  a  strong,  but  pleasant,  frank 
voice.  "He  is  courteous  always,  and  must 
be  flattered  by  your  proposal.  He  will  give 
you  all  the  information  you  need  and " 

"  But,  dear  Madame,"  interrupted  Madame 
Dupont  eagerly,  "  consider ! — it  is  somewhat 
difficult  to  approach  an  Englishman !  Your 
habits  are  different  from  ours.  I  might 
make  some  fatal  mistake  and  commit  myself. 
Now  you  could,  no  doubt,  give  me  material 
help,  for  you  must  know  the  circumstances  of 
your  friends." 

"  I  assure  you  I  do  not.  No  one  knows 
anything  about  Mr.  Eiddell's  affairs.  I  am 
most  willing  to  assist  you — for  Monsieur 
Achille,  your  son,  is  a  young  man  of  the 
highest  merit,  and  I  am  sure  would  make  any 
woman   happy.      I   suppose    that   Monsieur, 
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your  son,  has  reason  to  hope  that  he  has 
found  favour  in  Mademoiselle's  eyes." 

"  But,  Madame,  this  is  a  question  we  must 
not  discuss  !  The  first  tender  impressions  of 
a  young  girl's  innocent  heart  are  too  sacred 
to  be  surmised.  Nevertheless,  my  son  is  not 
likely  to  be  rejected,"  and  she  drew  herself 
up. 

"  Certainly,  M.  Achille  is  a  charming  young 
man,"  returned  Madame  Talk,  with  a  smile. 
"  Well,  Madame  Dupont,  I  will  do  my  best  to 
meet  your  wishes,  and  discover  the  true 
mental  and  financial  state  both  of  father 
and  daughter  without  wounding  the  amour- 
propre  of  anyone.  I  should  be  very  glad  to 
assist  in  uniting  my  two  young  friends,  but  I 
see  many  obstacles.  However,  I  shall  in  a 
few  days  have  the  pleasure  of  returning  your 
kind  visit,  when  I  hope  to  bring  you  the 
information  you  want." 

"  I  feel  I  have  trespassed  much  too  long  on 
your  time  and  patience,  dear  lady.  You  will 
find  me  at  home  every  Tuesday."  A  few 
more  civil  speeches  and  polite  curtsies,  and 
Madame  Dupont  departed. 
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Wlien  she  liacl  gone  Madame  Falk  stood  in 
thouglit,  until  one  of  the  various  doors  which 
admitted  to  the  little  salon  opened  and  Miss 
Barton's  head  was  cautiously  protruded  into 
the  room. 

"  She  is  gone,  Esther  ?  What  an  age  she 
stayed,  and  what  did  she  want  ?  The  tea  has 
stood  till  it  must  be  as  bitter  as  gall.  Now  I 
will  bring  it  into  your  room.  I  have  made 
up  the  fire.  I  don't  like  that  woman,"  added 
Miss  Barton,  with  a  severe  shake  of  her 
cropped  head. 

"  Well,  I  do  rather.  She  is  a  bit  of  an 
intrigante^  but  she  is  a  good  mother,  and  a 
hard-working  woman  where  her  children's 
interests  are  concerned." 

"  She  is  as  worldly — as — as — I  don't  know 
what,"  cried  Miss  Barton,  hastily  retreating 
into  the  kitchen  for  the  tray,  while  Madame 
Falk  cleared  a  place  for  it  on  her  crowded 
table. 

"  What  did  she  want  ? "  repeated  Miss 
Barton,  as  she  poured  out  the  first  cup. 

"  She  wants  to  make  a  matrimonial  agent 
of  me." 
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"  Just  what  I  suspected !  Who  are  the 
victims  ?  " 

"  One  is  willing  enough,  I  am  not  so  sure 
about  the  other.  Achille  has  persuaded  his 
mother  to  open  negociations  for  an  alliance 
with  May  Eiddell,"  said  Madame  Falk. 

"Hum,  that  project  won't  come  to  much! 
I  suspect  there  is  precious  little  money  in  that 
quarter." 

"And  quite  as  little  love,  I  fancy,"  cried 
Madame  Falk.  "  I  wish,  however,  that  May 
were  safely  married  to  a  good  fellow,  and  I 
believe  Achille  is  a  nice  fellow." 

"  That's  a  bold  assertion.  Pray,  why  do 
you  think  May  is  adamantine  to  a  good- 
looking  young  man  like  young  Dupont  ?  " 

"It  puzzles  me  to  give  a  reason  for  my 
faith,"  returned  Madame  Falk.  "  But  such 
is  my  belief.  I  don't  think  May  cares  a 
straw  about  Achille." 

"  Then  she  certainly  ought  to  marry  him," 
exclaimed  Miss  Barton.  "  The  only  chance  of 
managing  a  man  is  not  to  care  about  him." 

"  You  are  a  complete  heathen,  Sarah,"  said 
her  cousin,  sighing  as  she  said  it. 
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"  I  may  be  a  heathen,  but  I  have  some 
common  sense,  and  if  you  wish  to  have  any 
decent  freedom,  avoid  falling  in  love,  which 
means  selling  yourself  into  slavery." 

"  Well,  sometimes  the  slavery  isn't  disagree- 
able ;  some  people  like  to  hug  their  chains." 

Miss  Barton  lifted  her  upper  lip  at  one 
corner  with  a  very  contemptuous  air  of  dis- 
gust, and  filled  her  cup  a  second  time. 

"At  any  rate,"  recommenced  Madame 
Talk,  "  I  will  broach  the  matter  to  Mr. 
Eiddell,  and  perhaps  I  may  get  something 
out  of  that  man  of  mystery.  My  own  belief 
is  that  he  would  not  advance  a  sou  to  secure 
his  daughter  the  best  match  in  Europe." 

"  Would  not  I "  growled  Miss  Barton, 
"  couldn't,  you  mean !  " 

"  Well  I  don't  know  about  that ;  he  seems  to 
have  a  fair  amount  of  cash,  and  I  believe 
pays  regularly,  but  nobody  knows  anything 
of  his  means.  I  fancy  it  is  hard  enough 
for  May  to  get  a  new  pair  of  '  bottines  '  or  a 
fresh  pair  of  gloves." 

"  Yet  she  is  as  proud  and  unreasonable  as  if 
she  had  a  bank  at  her  back." 
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"  Proud — yes  !  unreasonable — no !  I  like 
May — you  don't — and  dislike  blinds  quite  as 
much  as  partiality." 

"  I  am  no  philosophic,  Esther,"  said  Miss 
Barton,  with  a  sniff. 

"  Nor  I  either.  Heaven  knows  !  No  more 
tea,  thank  you  "  Madame  Talk  drew  a  note- 
book from  her  pocket,  opened  and  looked 
through  it.  "  I  have  had  a  long  morning  at  the 
Hotel  Drouot — but  a  profitable  one.  All  La 
Belle  Leclere's  jewels  and  bibelots  went  off  at 
high  prices.  If  her  pictures  sell  as  well,  why  her 
creditors  will  not  lose  much.  I  have  splendid 
material  for  a  '  Tennessee  Star  of  Freedom  ' 
article.  To-morrow  is  American  mail  day.  I 
shall  finish  it  in  time  to  dress  for  Mrs.  Conroy's 
dinner,  then  I  shall  be  tolerably  free  to  see 
about  that  school  for  George's  boy  to-morrow. 
But  no  one  must  disturb  me.  Just  say  I  am 
writing  for  the  post."  She  pulled  out  the 
long  pin  from  her  hat  which  she  took  off,  and 
pushed  up  her  hair  from  her  brow. 

"Very  well!"  returned  Miss  Barton,  who 
was  putting  the  cups  and  saucers,  plates  and 
tea-pot  on  the  tray — these  she  carried   into 
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the  infinitesimal  kitchen — washed  up  and  put 
neatly  away,  while  she  said  to  herself: 

"  I'm  thankful  she  is  going  out,  it  will  be  a 
rest  for  her.  How  she  can  stand  the  per- 
petual drive  of  collecting  stuff  for  articles 
and  then  dishing  them  up  temptingly  to  suit 
the  English,  American  or  Australian  palate, 
passes  my  comprehension — she  is  a  wonderful 
woman ! " 

Meantime  Madame  Falk  had  unfastened 
and  thrown  off  her  dress,  thrust  her  white 
plump  arms  into  a  warm  dressing-gown,  made 
a  hasty  and  successful  rummage  in  its  pockets 
for  a  cigarette-case,  and,  going  to  the  mantel- 
piece, took  up  a  box  of  allumettes. 

While  she  did  so  her  eyes  were  fastened  on 
two  rather  faded  photographs  hanging,  one 
below  the  other,  on  the  right  of  the  mirror 
which  surmounted  the  fire-place ;  as  she 
looked  her  face  softened,  her  eyes  grew 
humid. 

"Thirty-one,"  she  murmured  to  herself. 
"  Yes,  if  he  is  alive  he — he  must  be  thirty- 
one  ! — but,  no  I  both  are  gone  ! " 

The  larger  photograph  represented  a  hand- 
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some,  dreamy-looking  man  ;  the  smaller,  a 
child  of  four  or  five  years  old,  with  laughing 
eyes,  and  curly  hair.  Madame  Falk  gazed  for 
a  moment  longer,  sighed  deeply,  then  she  lit  a 
cigarette,  a  changed  expression,  a  look  of 
alertness  and  resolution  came  to  her  eyes  and 
mouth,  and  putting  a  couple  of  small  logs  on 
the  fire,  she  arranged  her  paper  and  began  to 
write  steadily,  consulting  her  notes  from  time 
to  time. 

The  short  day  darkened  and  melted  into 
night  before  she  laid  down  her  pen,  and  began 
to  read  over  her  lucubrations.  During  this 
time  her  cousin  came  through  the  room  more 
than  once  quite  noiselessly,  added  to  the  fire, 
lit  the  lamp,  and  finally  seeing  Madame  Falk 
put  her  sheets  together,  and  take  a  fresh 
cigarette,  ventured  to  ask : 

"  May  I  speak  to  you,  Esther  ?  " 

"  Yes,  certainly." 

"  Mr.  Eiddell  has  sent  May  to  ask  if  you 
would  like  to  share  a  fiacre  with  him ;  he  too 
dines  at  the  Conroys.  May  has  a  horrid  cold 
and  cannot  go." 

"  Yes,  it  will  save  time,  but  I  shall  come 
VOL.  I.  2 
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back  by  omnibus.  I  will  take  my  warm 
hood ;  Mr.  Eiddell  will  be  sure  to  go  to  the 
club,  and  I  can  come  home  by  myself." 

"  Leave  your  sheets  to  me,  I  will  do  them 
up  and  post  them  ;  then  I  think  I  shall  turn 
in  to  have  a  chat  with  May  ;  perhaps  she  will 
let  me  put  a  mustard  blister  on  her  chest,  but 
she  is  rather  obstinate." 

"  Most  young  people  are  !  Now  I  have 
little  more  than  half-an-hour  to  dress  and  to 
get  to  the  Eue  de  Melun — but  it  is  enough." 

Madame  Falk  was  as  good  as  her  word ; 
at  7.30  she  was  ready  arrayed  in  a  handsome 
demi-toilette  of  green  velvet  with  a  fichu  of 
point  de  Baguse  lace,  which  suited  her  full  but 
still  shapely  figure  ;  her  plentiful,  flufiy  dark 
hair  was  arranged  over  a  deep  red  velvet 
bandeau,  fastened  by  large,  many-coloured 
rococo  pins. 

"  I  think  this  old  gown  will  last  me  through 
the  season ! "  she  exclaimed  as  she  stood 
putting  on  her  gloves,  while  Miss  Barton,  who 
was  considerably  her  senior,  held  her  wraps, 
regarding  her  with  motherly  interest. 

"  Yes — it  does  not   look  at  all  worn,  and 
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next  year  with  some  brocade  or  other  stuff,  it 
will  rise  Phoenix-like  from  its  ashes,  and  make 
a  new  and  lovely  garment." 

"  No  doubt !  "  cried  Madame  Talk  with  a 
pleasant  laugh,  "  there's  a  sort  of  immortality 
about  velvet."  So  saying  she  approached  her 
cousin,  to  have  her  fur-lined  cloak  and  lace 
scarf  put  on,  and  taking  up  a  warm,  pic- 
turesque-looking hood,  she  said,  "  I  suppose  I 
shall  find  you  here  when  I  return  ?  We  are 
seldom  late  at  the  Conroys',"  and  left  the 
room. 

Hastening  downstairs  she  paused  at  the 
entresol  and  rang.  The  door  was  almost 
immediately  opened  by  a  tall,  very  slender 
girl ;  though  her  hair  and  eyes  were  dark, 
she  looked  English  both  in  face  and  figure. 

"  I  am  in  good  time  ? "  asked  Madame 
Falk. 

"  Yes,  excellent !  I  only  fear  my  father 
may  keep  you  waiting.  Pray  come  in,  I  am 
afraid  the  dining-room  is  a  little  cold.  Is 
Miss  Barton  at  home  this  evening,  and  may  I 
go  and  pay  her  a  visit  ?  " 

As  she  said  this  she  ushered  Madame  Falk 

2* 
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into  a  small  salle  a  mangei\  where  the  last 
embers  of  a  wood  fire  were  dying  out. 

"  Yes,  certainly !  "  returned  Madame  Talk 
in  her  hearty  tones.  "  She  thought  of  coming 
to  you  with  deadly  intentions  of  putting  you 
to  bed,  and  giving  you  hot  gruel ;  indeed  it 
would  be  better  so,  for  you  are  heavily 
'  colded,'  as  the  Scotch  say." 

May  Eiddell  coloured  and  answered 
quickly : 

"  Oh,  no,  I  could  not  think  of  asking  Miss 
Barton  to  come  from  her  own  warm  rooms, 
and  I  am  by  no  means  as  bad  as  I  sound,  it 
is  quite  an  ordinary  cold." 

Before  Madame  Talk  could  reply,  Mr. 
Eiddell  made  his  appearance  —  a  refined, 
delicate-looking  man,  rather  below  than'above 
middle  height,  with  soft,  light,  near-sighted 
eyes.  He  was  in  very  accurate  evening  dress, 
with  an  eyeglass  dangling  against  his  waist- 
coat. 

"  Shocked,  my  dear  Madame  Talk,  to  have 
kept  you  waiting ! "  he  exclaimed  in  a  thin 
but  rather  pleasant  voice.  "  May,  my  child, 
run  and  ask  the  concierge's  boy  to  fetch  a 
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fiacre — stupid  insular  habit  this,  of  dressing  in 
evening  toilette  for  dinner !  Otherwise,  we 
might  have  made  our  way  comfortably  enough 
in  the  humble  '  'bus.'  But  the  Squire's 
prejudices  are  insurmountable,  and  really  one 
dines  fairly  well  in  the  Eue  de  Melun." 

"  Yes,  and  pleasantly  too,  but  it  is  a  bore 
— the  dressing ;  all  extra  trouble  is  detestable 
to  those  who,  like  myself,  do  not  find  the  day 
long  enough,"  returned  Madame  Falk.  "  By 
the  way,  Mr.  Eiddell,  I  have  a  message  for 
you  on  a — yes !  I  may  call  it  a  matter  of 
business — can  you  give  me  half-an-hour  to- 
morrow ?  " 

"  You  know  I  am  always  entirely  at  your 
service,  dear  Madame." 

"  Thank  you !  Would  it  suit  you  to  call 
about  one  to  half-past  one  to-morrow  after 
breakfast?" 

"  Certainly,  with  great  pleasure.  And  this 
message,  does  it  concern  your  charming  self 
at  all?" 

"  Xo,  not  in  the  least." 

Here  Miss  Eiddell  returned  and  said  the 
concierge  had  caught  a  passing  vehicle. 
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"Come  then!"  cried  Eiddell  to  Madame 
Talk.  "  May,  my  darling,  run  away  up  to 
our  good  friend  Miss  Barton — I  presume  your 
kinswoman  will  not  think  my  girl  intrusive, 
but  it  is  such  a  comfort  to  me  when  I  know 
she  is  safe  and  happy  during  my  absence." 

"  My  cousin  will  be  delighted  to  see  her, 
Mr.  Eiddell." 

"  Wrap  up  well,  my  love,  and  go  early  to 
bed." 

He  offered  to  kiss  her,  she  drew  back 
quickly  : 

"  You  will  take  the  cold  from  me,"  she 
said. 

"  Ah !  discreet  little  girl,  mind  you  wrap 
up  well  on  these  draughty  stairs,  good-night, 
dear  child." 

Madame  Falk,  taking  Mr.  Eiddell's  arm, 
they  left  the  apartment. 

May  carefully  extinguished  the  lamps, 
locked  the  drawers  of  a  small  sideboard,  and 
taking  a  candlestick  with  a  glass  shade, 
wrapped  herself  in  a  thick  Scotch  plaid 
shawl,  and  went  upstairs  to  Madame  Falk's 
apartment. 
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There  she  found  Miss  Barton  collecting 
various  articles  of  needlework,  chiefly  repairs, 
with  a  view  to  spending  a  profitable  if  not  a 
pleasant  evening  with  their  young  friend. 

"  Madame  Falk  said  I  might  come  up  to 
you,"  said  May,  with  a  slight  hesitation. 

"  I  am  very  pleased  to  see  you !  "  said  Miss 
Barton  formally,  as  she  held  out  her  hand. 
"  But  I  was  going  down  to  you,  you  ought  not 
to  go  up  and  downstairs  with  such  a  cold  ! " 

"  My  father  would  not  hear  of  your  being 
taken  out  of  your  own  warm  rooms  to  our 
cold  ones,  so  I  am  here  !  "  and  she  smiled  a 
somewhat  satirical  smile. 

"  You  are  very  welcome ! "  said  Miss 
Barton,  who  was  bustling  about,  making  up 
the  fire,  arranging  the  lamp,  and  settling 
herself  and  her  work-basket.  "  Have  you 
brought  anything  to  do  ?  " 

"  No,  Miss  Barton.  I  feel  idle  and  weary  ; 
but  if  I  can  help  you  I  shall  be  very  pleased." 

*' Thank  you.  Suppose  you  darn  these 
stockings  ?  You  will  feel  much  more 
fatigued  if  you  sit  with  your  hands  before 

you." 
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"  Perhaps  so,"  said  May,  submissive!}^  taking 
up  the  stocking  and  drawing  her  chair  nearer 
the  lamp. 

Miss  Barton  looked  at  her  keenly,  saying 
to  herself  that  she  could  not  make  out  what 
it  was  in  her  that  fascinated  Achille  Dupont. 
"  She  is  hardly  pretty,  and  hasn't  much  of 
a  figure  !  she  is  so  long  and  thin  ;  but  her 
head  is  well  set  on,  and  there  is  something 
graceful  about  her  shoulders.  Her  eyes  are 
no  great  things  ;  they  are  really  light,  but 
with  those  long,  thick,  black  lashes  of  hers 
you  think  they  are  dark,  and  they  have  a 
scornful  look,  quiet  as  she  is.  Then  she  has 
good  hair  ! — though  it  is  very  deep  brown 
there's  a  glint  of  gold  where  the  light  falls  on 
it.  If  she  were  better  dressed  it  would  make 
an  enormous  difference.  I  hate  to  see  young 
people  careless  I " 

Here  Miss  Pdddell  broke  into  speech,  asking: 
"  Is   there   a   large   dinner-party   at    Mrs. 
Conroy's  to-day  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  but  I  rather  think  there  is." 

"  Are  you  sorry  you  could  not  go  ?  " 

"  Not   very.       I   always   like   to   be   with 
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Frances,  but  I  prefer  not  to  be  at  their  large 
parties.  I  know  so  few  of  of  the  people  that 
I  feel  rather  lost.  I  suppose  the  Duponts 
are  among  the  guests  ?  "  returned  May. 

"Do  you?     Why?" 

"  They  are  acquainted,"  returned  May ; 
"  and  Monsieur  Achille  is  a  great  admirer  of 
Miss  Conroy's." 

''  Indeed  ?     I  was  not  aware  of  it !  " 

"  Oh,  yes !  He  often  speaks  to  me  of  her. 
You  know  Madame  Dupont  ?  I  met  her  coming 
down  from  your  apartment  this  morning." 

"  Yes !  she  did  my  cousin  the  honour  of 
calling.  She  had  a  strong  motive,  no  doubt, 
for  such  an  act  of  condescension.  We  have 
met  her  half-a-dozen  times  at  the  Zavadoskois', 
where  she  scarcely  seemed  aware  of  Esther's 
existence,  and  not  at  all  of  mine,  so  you  may 
judge." 

"  And  what  is  the  motive  ?  "  asked  May, 
with  rather  languid  curiosity,  seeing  the 
question  was  expected. 

"  I  daresay  Madame  Talk  would  be  angry 
with  me  if  I  told  you,  and  you  need  not  say 
anything  about  it ;  but  I  will  tell  you,  because 
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it  would  noi  be  right  to  leave  you  in  the 
dark." 

"  What  can  I  possibly  have  to  do  with 
Madame  Dupont's  visit  ?  "  asked  May,  smiling 
slightly. 

"  A  great  deal !  Listen.  Madame's  mission 
was  to  ascertain,  a  la  mode  Francaise,  your 
position,  your  probable  dot,  and  various  other 
particulars,  with  a  view  to  asking  your  father's 
consent  to  your  marriage  with  her  son ! " 

"  With  Monsieur  Achille ! "  cried  May, 
now  all  attention,  and  in  evident  surprise. 
"  I  am  amazed !   Are  you  quite  sure  of  this  ?  " 

"Pray,  am  I  in  the  habit  of  making  un- 
founded statements  ? "  asked  Miss  Barton, 
with  scornful  emphasis. 

"  No,  certainly  not.  I  spoke  thoughtlessly ; 
but  it  seems  so  extraordinary.''  She  spoke 
with  amused  composure. 

"  Well,  I  am  not  so  sure  it  is  extraordinary ! 
On  the  last  two  occasions  when  we  all  met  I 
fancied  Achille  Dupont  was  rather  pressing  in 
his  attentions." 

"  Did  you  ?  He  has  always  been  very  nice 
to  me ;    but  some  of   my   own   countrymen 
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have  been  much  more — what  shall  I  call  it  ? 
— flirtatious  than  M.  Dupont,  and  I  never 
dream  of  their  seriously  wishing  to  marry 
me." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Miss  Barton  bluntly. 

"  Because  I  suppose  everyone  knows  we 
are  poor,  and  none  of  my  agreeable  partners 
and  acquaintances  give  me  the  idea  of 
sacrificing  themselves  for  my  sake." 

"  I  dont  think  you  and  your  father  convey 
the  impression  of  poverty — moderate  means, 
perhaps,  yes !  But  you  live  in  a  good 
quarter ;  you  go  into  society  ;  Mr.  Eiddell 
belongs  to  a  rather  expensive  club  and  gives 
occasional  dinners.  Even  if  he  does  not  give 
you  a  fortune  now^  you  are  his  only  child  ; 
and  what  keeps  him  going  as  he  goes  will  be 
a  very  decent  portion  for  you  hereafter." 

"  Yet  we  are  poor  I  have  good  reason  to 
know.  My  father  is  an  excellent  manager, 
and  beats  out  his  precious  metal  into  the 
thinnest  and  widest  surface  possible ;  still, 
no  French  and  scarcely  any  English  parent 
would  make  a  marriage  contract  with  us. 

"Well,  it  is  no  matter.     I   don't  suppose 
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you  would  many  a  Frenchman — at  least,  I 
hope  not." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure.  They  seem  to  make 
very  kind,  pohte  husbands,  and " 

"  I  grant  they  do  well  enough  for  their  own 
women;  but  English  people  are  so  funda- 
mentally different  from  all  continentals  that 
these  mixed  marriages  don't  do !  God  knows 
I  have  seen  an  outcome  of  ruin  and  wretched- 
ness from  more  than  one  !  " 

"Still,  if  Monsieur  Dupont  cared  enough 
for  me  to  ask  me  in  marriage,"  said  May, 
calmly  and  meditatively  "  I  think  I  might  be 
fairly  happy  with  him.  He  is  agreeable  and 
well-bred,  rather  pleasing  than  otherwise,  and 
a  tranquil,  settled  home  is  not  to  be  despised." 

''  A  tranquil  home !  "  cried  Miss  Barton, 
desisting  from  her  efforts  to  thread  her  needle. 
"  Great  powers !  you  would  have  to  live  with 
your  mother-in-law !  " 

"That  alters  the  case,"  returned  May 
Eiddell,  with  a  smile. 

"  The  eagerness  of  young  women  in  the  pre- 
sent day  to  marry  is  truly  revolting,"  returned 
Miss  Barton. 
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"  Are  they  worse  in  that  respect  than  the 
young  women  of  the  past,  Miss  Barton  ?  " 

"Ibeheve  they  are.  Formerly  there  was 
nothing  for  a  woman  to  do,  absolutely 
nothing,  save  to  marry,  to  suckle  fools,  and 
chronicle  small  beer.  Now  they  have 
chances." 

"  Those  who  are  educated — yes  !  But  / 
am  not !  " 

"  Pooh,  nonsense  !  You  know  a  lot  more 
than  I  do,  or  ever  did,  yet  I  manage  to  make 
a  hundred  a  year,  besides  my  board,  lodging 
and  many  other  things." 

"  Lucky  you !  "  exclaimed  May  Eiddell. 
"  Pray  give  me  the  secret." 

"  I  do  not  know  it  myself,"  returned  Miss 
Barton  ;  "  probably  it  was  luck  ;  Luck  and 
ill  luck  are  accountable  for  a  great  deal." 

"  Well,  dear  Miss  Barton,  I  feel  so  sleepy 
and  oppressed  by  this  cold  I  think  I  must  go 
to  bed." 

"  Very  well ;  but  mind  you  think  twice 
before  you  say  '  yes  '  to  any  foreigner !  PlI 
look  in  and  see  how  you  are  to-morrow." 


CHAPTEE  II. 

MAY  AND  HER  FEIENDS. 

The  morning  after  Mrs.  Herbert  Conroy's 
dinner  was  finer  and  warmer  than  the  pre- 
ceding day,  and  Mr.  Eiddell  emerged  from 
his  room  a  httle  earher  than  usual.  He 
found  his  daughter  engaged  in  dusting  the 
tiny  salon,  as  the  largest  room  in  the  little 
''  apartment  "  had  been  appropriated  by  the 
owner  for  a  salle-a-manger,  and  was  suitably 
furnished  with  carved  oak  and  green  velvet. 
Here  a  fire  was  burning,  and  the  servant,  an 
elderly,  not  to  say,  old,  woman,  was  laying 
the  cloth  for  the  second  breakfast. 

Though  simple,  the  furniture  was  good, 
and  there  was  an  air  of  comfort  about  the 
room.  Mr.  Eiddell  had  occupied  the 
entresol  for  some  considerable  time,  indeed, 
before  his  daughter  had  joined  him  some 
years  before.  He  was  a  man  of  neat, 
methodical  habits,  though  he  had,  it  appeared 
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from  his  conversation,  led  a  wandering  life, 
and  lie  sedulously  cultivated  delicate  health. 
His  heart  was  weak,  the  doctors  told  him  ;  he 
said,  for  his  part,  he  did  not  consider  he  had 
much  to  complain  of.  To  a  thoughtful, 
observant  man,  life  was  always  interesting, 
even  while  the  study  of  it  saddened  the 
student.  To  see  real  merit  pushed  aside  and 
unsuccessful,  while  rampant,  empty,  self- 
assertion  rose  to  reward  was  sickening. 
Even  as  a  young  man  he  shrank  from  the 
degrading  strife,  content  with  obscurity  and 
self-respect.  For  his  dear  child's  sake  he 
cared  for  his  health.  He  wished  to  hold  out 
until  she  was  old  enough  to  guide  herself 
through  the  maze  of  life ;  otherwise  an 
expressive  shrug  filled  filled  up  the  sentence. 
He  was  a  philosopher  in  his  small  way. 

May  was  his  only  child,  and  with  his  usual 
self-abnegation  he  had  submitted  to  numerous 
and  prolonged  separations  from  his  dear  wife 
in  order  that  the  beloved  child  might  be 
brought  up  during  her  early  years  in  the 
sweet,  wholesome  simplicity  of  English 
country  life,  while  her  father  roamed  Europe 
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in  search  of  the  picturesque.  He  was  an 
artist,  with  an  ideal  so  high  that  he  finally 
gave  up  all  attempts  to  realise  it,  and  devoted 
himself  to  pointing  out  the  right  way  to  those 
who  were  treading  the  same  track.  His  con- 
tributions to  newspapers  and  magazines  were 
for  a  while  fairly  successful  and  obliged  his 
frequent  appearance  in  London,  from  whence 
he  journeyed  for  brief  visits  to  his  wife's  rural 
Devonshire  retreat,  where  she  lived  in  the 
near  neighbourhood  of  her  elder  brother,  a 
plain,  respectable  tenant  farmer,  whose 
homely  manners  did  not  find  favour  in  the 
eyes  of  his  gently  fastidious  brother-in-law. 

When  May  was  about  twelve,  Mrs.  Eiddell 
died,  succumbing  to  a  brief  but  severe  attack 
of  bronchitis,  during  her  husband's  absence. 
His  grief  when  he  arrived  to  attend  the 
funeral  deeply  impressed  all  beholders.  Then 
he  speedily  departed,  taking  with  him  his 
little  girl,  and  parting  on  not  exactly  friendly 
terms  with  his  brother-in-law.  Money 
matters  being  the  source  of  difference  as 
usual,  for  it  was  always  a  cause  of  bitterness 
to  the  brother  that  Mrs.  Eiddell  had  married 
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while  absent  on  a  visit  in  London  and  without 
a  settlement. 

It  was  a  cruel  time  to  poor  May,  but  her 
father  was  very  tender  and  sympathetic, 
though  not  to  be  moved  from  his  resolution 
to  leave  her  at  school — a  cheap  girls'  school, 
in  a  south-coast  county,  where  she  had  not 
the  highest  educational  advantages,  but  had 
decent  food,  good  air  and,  on  the  whole,  a 
happy  life, 

At  last,  however,  the  happy  day  came  when 
it  was  announced  that  Mr.  Eiddell  could  no 
longer  exist  without  his  daughter's  society, 
and  under  the  escort  of  the  French  governess 
who  was  returning  to  Paris  she  started  to 
begin  life  under  her  father's  guardianship, 
and,  as  she  said  to  herself,  such  a  delightful 
father. 

Mr.  Eiddell  (to  return)  emerging  from  his 
bedroom,  clad  in  a  handsome,  warm,  shawl- 
pattern  dressing-gown,  newspaper  in  hand, 
advanced  to  the  fireplace,  laid  his  paper  on 
an  arm-chair  and  gently  chafed  his  fingers. 
Seeing  his  daughter  through  the  door  opening 
into  the  salon  (there  was  the  usual  French 
VOL.    I.  3 
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amount  of  doors  in  the  salle-a-manger)  he 
exclaimed  :  "  My  dear  May,  is  it  necessary  to 
have  that  door  open  when  the  thermometer  is 
so  low?  besides  you  will  increase  your  own 
cold.  Your  energy  is  extraordinary,  my  love. 
I  do  not  see  the  necessity  of  your  doing 
Leon  tine's  work." 

"  She  has  plenty  to  do.  I  do  not  mind 
attending  to  my  own  room  and  the  salons 

She  came  in  as  she  spoke  and  drew  off  the 
old  gloves  with  which  she  had  guarded  her 
hands,  closing  the  door  carefully. 

"  Having  a  cold  already,  May,  it  is  very 
heedless  of  you  to  run  the  risk  of  increasing 
it.  Take  example  by  me.  I  submit  to  many 
precautions  which  bore  me — averse  as  I  am 
to  waste  thought  on  self — and  yet  I  willingly 
undergo  these,  because  I  know  my  life  is  of 
importance  to  you.  You  should  be  influenced 
by  the  same  consideration  for  me.  By  the 
way,  dear  child,  who  made  my  coffee  this 
morning  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  overslept  myself  this 
morning,"  returned  May  with  a  slight 
increase    of  colour.     '^I   was   so  tired  from 
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couo'liino^  all  the  nio-lit  before  that  I  could  not 
wake." 

"  Just  so  !  you  see  negligence  unfits  you  for 
your  duties.  My  coffee  was  vile.  Strong 
language  is  unusual  with  me,  but  I  must  say  it 
was  vile !  Is  it  not  possible  to  teach  Leontine  ? 
Because  if  you  get  into  the  habit  of  over- 
sleeping yourself  you  must  have  someone  to 
do  what  is  necessary." 

"  Very  well,  I  will  try."  Here  another  door 
opened  and  Leontine,  with  a  large  blue  apron, 
came  in  with  a  dish  in  either  hand,  and 
depositing  them  on  the  table,  declared 
"  Monsieur  est  servie'' 

When  the  midday  meal  was  over,  at  least 
May's  share  of  it,  she  broke  the  silence  which 
usually  reigned  during  its  continuance,  by 
asking  rather  listlessly  : 

"  Had  you  a  pleasant  dinner,  papa  ?  " 

"  Well,  not  bad.  Not  the  highest  kind  of 
intellectual  enjoyment  perhaps,  but  the 
guests  were  tolerably  bright  and  stupidly 
cheerful.  How  any  man  who  looks  round 
him  and  thinks  can  escape  being  a  pessimist 
I  cannot  understand." 

3* 
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"  But  3^ou  are  cheerful  yourself,"  said 
May. 

"  My  dear  !  there  are  moments — excep- 
tional moments  when  fortuitous  circum- 
stances— the  society  of  high-class  appreciative 
men — men  of  my  own  calibre,  cheat  me  into 
a  passing  sense  of  enjoyment.  But  I  am  too 
sensitive.  I  should  have  almost  forgotten 
myself  last  night  but  for  two  discordant 
ingredients." 

"  Ah !  was  Mr.  Ogilvie  one  ?  "  asked  May 
with  a  slight  smile. 

"  He  was.  There  is  something  very  offen- 
sive to  my  rather  fastidious  taste,  in  the  cool, 
contemptuous  self-assurance  of  the  man.  The 
way  in  which  Conroy,  his  wife  and  daughter, 
believe  in  him  and  look  up  to  him,  is  pain- 
fully absurd.  I  have  no  doubt  he  is  merely 
an  effective  poseur'' 

"  He  always  seems  very  quiet  and  civil 
when  I  meet  him  with  Frances." 

"  It  is  not  necessary  to  quote  Frances. 
She  is  quite  idiotic  about  him.  The  other 
irritating  presence  was  your  special  friend 
Madame  Falk." 


MAY  AND  HER  FRIENDS.  37 

"  I  thought  you  liked  her.  You  always 
seem  to  get  on  together,  and  she  is  so 
bright." 

"  Exactly !  she  laughs  too  much,  she  is  a 
female  Mark  Tapley  for  cheerfulness  under 
difficulties  ;  this  may  seem  admirable  to  the 
commonplace,  ordinary  mind,  but  to  me  there 
is  a  degree  of  indelicacy  in  this  sturdy  in- 
difference to  blows  of  Fate.  I  believe 
Madame  Falk  had  a  most  cruelly  trying 
youth,  she  lost  both  husband  and  son  under 
peculiarly  distressing  circumstances,  and  has 
had  a  hard  struggle  for  existence  ever  since  ; 
a  more  tenderly  constituted  woman  would 
have  sunk  into  an  early  grave." 

"  Still  one  cannot  quarrel  with  her  for 
living  or  making  the  best  of  life  when  she 
could  not  lay  it  down." 

"  Strength  and  health  like  hers  are  fright- 
fully animal." 

"  I  believe  it  is  her  unselfishness  that  has 
kept  her  alive  !  " 

"  My  dear,  that  is  exceedingly  illogical ; 
wiser  heads  than  yours  have  declared  the 
secret  of  tranquillity  and  longevity  lies  in  the 
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brief  sentence  *  A  bad  heart  and  a  good 
digestion.'  " 

May  shook  her  head. 

"  Bring  me  the  Chartreuse,  my  love,  there 
is  a  little  left,  I  think,  and  I  must  fortify 
myself  for  my  visit  to  our  agreeable  neigh- 
bour. I  have  promised  to  call  upon  Madame 
Falk — she  wishes  to  see  me  on  business ! 
Business  has  rather  an  ominous  sound  in  my 
ears,  it  so  often  means  money,  a  small  loan. 
But  no,  in  that  quarter  I  do  not  think  I  need 
fear.  Besides,  she,  everyone,  knows  that  my 
duty  to  you,  dear  child,  comes  before  every 
other  person,  every  other  consideration." 

"  I  am  sure,  j)apa "  began  May  eagerly, 

but  stopping,  fell  into  sudden  silence. 

Mr.  Eiddell  rose  from  the  table,  and 
selected  a  cigar.  May  also  stood  up,  and 
followed  him  to  the  fireplace,  where  the  wood 
fire  was  half  burnt  out. 

"  Before  you  go,  papa,"  she  resumed 
with  an  evident  effort,  "  /  w^ant  to  speak  to 

you." 

"  And  you  too,  Brutus  !  "  exclaimed  her 
father  playfully.     "  This  is  really  alarming ! 
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Well,  my  dear,  you  know  I  am  always  ready 
to  listen." 

"  I  am  not  so  ready  to  speak,"  returned 
May  smiling,  "  because  I  want  you  to  spend 
money,"  and  she  went  on  rapidly.      "  You 
know  Mademoiselle  Ferret  w^ent  away  in  a 
great  liurry  because  lier  aunt,  or  uncle,  or 
cousin,  was   taken   suddenly   ill  ;    she  quite 
forgot  to  give  me  the  key  of  her  apartment, 
or  to  speak  to  the  concierge  about  it,  so  I 
cannot  go  and  practise  on  her  piano  as  she 
has  so  kindly  allowed  me.     Now,  while  she 
is  away,  may  I,  oh,  may  I  hire  one  ?     Just 
for   two   months.      It   will  not  cost  a  great 
deal,   and   I   am   really    getting    on,    I    can 
play    Frances'    accompaniments    pretty   well 
and " 

"  My  dear  little  girl,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Eiddell  in  a  tone  of  gentle  rebuke.  "  You 
know  it  pleases  me  to  gratify  you,  but  it  does 
not  quite  please  me  to  see  traces  of  the  old 
serpent,  selfishness,  peeping  out  amid  the  fair 
flowers  of  your  somewhat  sloAvly-developing 
intelligence.  I  strain  my  slender  resources  to 
afford  you  all  reasonable  indulgence,  and — 
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and — even  luxury.  Now  a  piano  is  really 
quite  unnecessary  !  You  have  a  whim  for 
making  a  noise  on  it,  but  you  will  never  play, 
my  dear  !  I  regret  it  ;  for  music  is  a  delight 
to  me  ;  you  will  never  do  more  than  strum ! 
I  do  not  object  so  long  as  my  ear  is  not 
offended,  but  you  should  have  had  tact,  per- 
ception, enough  not  to  distress  me  with  this 
request.  I  had  resolved  to  make  you  a  little 
present,  to  do  so  is  always  a  pleasure  to  me. 
You  have,  I  regret  to  say,  somewhat  brushed 
the  bloom  from  the  treat  I  promised  myself ! 
—  ahem !  —  I  propose  to  give  you  a  new 
evening  dress  for  the  Countess  Zavadoskoi's 
musical  soiree  on  the  twenty-third  !  Your 
friend  Madame  Falk  has  good  taste,  and  will 
assist  you  in  the  choice  of  a  suitable  garment, 
and  I  am  walling  to  expend  the  not  incon- 
siderable sum  of  eighty  francs  on  the  adorn- 
ment of  my  fair  daughter,  gloves  and  shoes 

included " 

"  A  large  sum  indeed,  papa  !  "  cried  May, 
interrupting  him  in  her  turn,  "  but  half,  a 
quarter  of  it  for  a  piano,  would  do  me  more 
good,  and  give  me  more  pleasure  than  half-a- 
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dozen  dresses.  These  large  parties  weary  me 
far  more  than  they  please  me  ;  I  am  nothing 
and  nobody  to  the  people  I  meet — I  would 
much  rather  stay  at  home." 

"  It  is  rather  hard,  my  dear  May,  that  I 
find  you  always  more  or  less  in  opposition," 
returned  her  father,  with  a  gentle  shake  of  his 
head.  "  I  wish  we  were  more  in  sympathy  ! 
In  this  matter  I  must  insist  on  my  own  views  ; 
you  shall  have  the  dress,  you  shall  not  have 
the  piano  ! " 

May  bent  her  head  in  silence. 

Mr.  Eiddell  turned  to  take  an  ornamental 
match-box  from  the  mantelshelf,  and  seemed 
struck  with  something  in  his  face  reflected  in 
the  glass.  He  leant  forward  and  gazed  in- 
tently into  his  physiognomy. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  as  if  to  himself,  "  the  con- 
stant friction  of  slight  differences  is  writing  its 
mark  in  the  increasing  wrinkles  round  my 
eyes,  they  ought  not  to  be  so  numerous." 

He  lit  his  cigar,  and  as  he  opened  the  door, 
paused  to  say : 

"  I  quite  forgive  your  little  errors  of 
taste  and   feeling,  my  love,  but  be  advised. 
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strive  to  conquer  selfishness — selfishness  is 
moral  death  ! "  He  waved  his  hand  and  left 
her. 

May's  brow^  contracted  and  her  lip  curled 
into  a  contemptuous  smile,  she  stood  silent 
for  an  instant,  then  she  murmured,  "  That's 
at  an  end  ! "  Then  she  turned  to  the  table 
and  began  to  clear  away  the  debris  of  their 
breakfast,  calling  to  Leontine  to  help  her. 

Her  father's  refusal  was  by  no  means  a 
surprise.  Nearly  five  years  of  constant  asso- 
ciation had  taught  her  to  know  all  the  crooks 
and  crannies  of  his  peculiar  nature,  all  the 
impositions  he  practised  on  himself,  still  she 
was  sorely  disappointed.  One  of  the  few 
keen  enjoyments  of  her  solitary  life  w^as  the 
power  of  accompanying  her  friend  Frances 
Herbert-Conroy  when  she  sang  ;  she  was 
beginning  to  feel  sure  of  herself,  or  rather 
of  her  fingers,  and  the  task  of  accompanist 
seemed  to  give  her  something  of  a  place, 
albeit  a  humble  one,  in  the  gay  company 
which  frequently  gathered  at  Mrs.  Conroy's 
house. 

The  acquaintance  came  about  in  this  wise  : 
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Three  years  before,  Madame  Talk — who  from 
the  first  had  been  wonderfully  attracted  to 
the  pale,  motherless  girl  of  the  entresol — had 
taken  her  to  call  on  the  Herbert-Conroys 
when  they  were  staying  in  Paris  en  route  from 
Eome  to  England.  Though  rich,  fashionable 
people,  far  apart  as  it  seemed  from  the 
energetic  worker  of  the  fourth  etage,  Madame 
Falk  was  a  close  cousin  of  Mr.  Herbert- 
Conroy's  on  her  mother's  side.  Her  father's 
people  were  of  the  middle  class,  nevertheless, 
the  aristocratic  squire  had  been  on  friendly, 
nay,  intimate  terms,  with  his  poor  relation  in 
the  youthful,  bygone  days,  before  he  married 
the  wealthy  heiress,  who  re-established  his 
fortunes  and  made  him  the  unencumbered 
master  of  his  beloved  lands,  the  broad  acres 
of  Audeley  Chase.  It  was  a  marriage  of  love 
as  well  as  money,  and  for  some  time  Herbert 
of  Audeley  was  a  timid,  almost  despairing 
lover.  It  was  in  this  passage  of  his  life  that 
his  cousin  Esther  was  a  comforting  coun- 
sellor, while  in  return  he  had  stood  by  her 
when  she  was  in  the  direst  straits,  mental  and 
financial.      The   fates    seemed   unfriendly   to 
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male  heirs  of  the  house  of  Audeley.  The  two 
sons  of  Herbert's  marriage  died  young,  and 
there  remained  but  one  dehcate  girl  to  inherit 
the  lands  of  one  parent,  the  wealth  of  the 
other,  the  names  of  both. 

The  jDrecious  heiress  had  taken  a  severe 
cold  when  Madame  Falk  and  her  protegee 
called  ;  she  was  dreadfully  bored  by  being 
kept  in  the  house,  and  she  knew  no  one  in 
Paris.  May  had  a  book  she  was  carrying  to 
her  father,  a  book  of  essays,  light  and 
picturesque,  on  the  Eenaissance  in  Italy, 
which  attracted  the  young  sufferer  and  as 
Miss  Herbert-Conroy's  eyes  were  much 
affected  May  timidly  offered  to  stay  and  read 
it  aloud.  Madame  Falk  promised  to  explain 
matters  to  Mr.  Eiddell  and  May  remained. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  a  friendship 
between  the  girls.  Miss  Conroy  was  so  superior 
in  age  (she  was  two  years  her  friend's  senior), 
in  experience,  in  education,  that  May 
naturally  and  readily  fell  into  the  position 
of  a  humble  admirer.  Subsequent  visits  to 
Paris  and  a  tolerably  steady  correspondence 
cemented    their    bonds,     and    the     Conroys 
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became  an  important  ingredient  in  May 
Eiddell's  life. 

While  Leontine  chattered  cheerfully  as  she 
cleared  the  table,  May's  thoughts  naturally 
reverted  to  Miss  Barton's  astonishing  commu- 
nication of  the  evening  before.  She  recalled 
Achille  Dupont  to  her  mental  vision,  for  in 
truth  he  had  made  but  small  impression  upon 
her.  He  was  a  neat,  clearly  defined  young 
man  of  five-and-twenty,  with  very  glossy 
black  hair  divided  most  accurately,  and  a 
delicate,  carefully  trimmed  moustache,  also 
blank,  good  -  humoured,  twinkling,  beady 
black  eyes,  and  the  rest  were  clothes,  but 
such  clothes !  such  lovely  little  boots,  such 
close-fitting  gloves ;  then  his  bow  was  ex- 
tremely elegant,  and  his  talk  far  from  foolish 
though  not  very  original.  He  was  bright, 
and  kindly,  above  all  it  was  really  very  good 
of  him  to  think  of  marrying  her.  May  Eiddell, 
who  had  so  little  to  recommend  her.  Yet 
May  was  not  exactly  "  humble  minded,"  she 
possessed  a  strong  undergrowth  of  pride — 
perhaps  self-respect,  is  the  truer  word. 

Measuring   herself  by  externals  fand    she 
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began  to  believe  that  for  the  majority 
externals  were  everything),  her  deficiencies 
stood  out  very  clear ;  nevertheless  she  felt 
she  was  not  without  her  value,  only  who 
would  ever  recoo-nise  it  ? 

Was  Achille  Dupont  really  frank  and 
kindly  ?  or  was  he  like  others  she  knew,  one 
man  in  society  and  another  off  the  social 
boards  ?  Could  she  ever  feel  at  home  with 
so  exceedingly  well-dressed  and  polished  an 
individual  ?  He  was  a  trifle  too  machine- 
made  in  his  general  effect. 

May  had  never  been  given  to  dream  about 
love  or  marriage,  not  that  she  in  any  way 
shrank  from  these  attractive  topics,  simply 
they  did  not  occur  to  her,  she  was  perhaps 
slow  in  developing.  What  she  did  long  for 
and  appreciate  was  real,  honest  companion- 
ship, such  as  she  had  glimpses  of  with 
Madame  Talk. 

Madame  Falk  was  always  too  terribly  busy 
to  allow  of  more  than  glimpses.  Intercourse 
with  some  one  where  you  could  venture  to 
be  absolutely  true  and  off  guard  ?  Achille 
could  never  be  this  friend.     Better  then  to 
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bear  the  present  than  prolong  its  chief  evils, 
by  a  life-long,  uncompanionable  contract. 

"  It  is  true  friendship  I  want,"  she  said  to 
herself  as  she  took  up  some  ever-ready  piece 
of  work,  for  May  was  an  accomplished 
needlewoman. 

As  the  thought  passed  through  her  brain 
the  little  cracked  bell  of  the  front  door 
jangled,  and  a  minute  after  Leontine  was 
heard  to  say  :  "  Enter,  Mademoiselle,  but 
enter,"  whereupon  a  young  lady  presented 
herself. 

A  small,  slight  girl,  richly  dressed  in  dark 
velvet  and  fur,  with  a  pretty  baby  face,  a 
fresh  colour,  a  pair  of  pale  blue,  solemn, 
surprised-looking  eyes,  and  very  fair,  colour- 
less, fluffy  hair. 

"  Oh,  Frances,"  cried  May,  her  face 
brightening  as  she  rose  to  meet  her.  "  I  am 
so  glad  to  see  you !  How  good  of  you  to 
come  ! " 

"  I  wanted  to  see  you  very  much,"  returned 
Miss  Conroy,  stretching  up  to  kiss  her  friend's 
cheek.  "  First,  of  course,  to  know  how  you 
are.     I  was  so  sorry  you  could  not  come  last 
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night ;  we  had  rather  an  interesting  dinner, 
and  I  wanted  you  greatly  in  the  evening,  but 
I  will  tell  you  all  about  that."  She  spoke 
with  a  rather  pleasant,  refined  voice,  and  in 
a  slow,  earnest  way,  as  if  conscious  that  what 
she  said  was  of  importance.  "  Are  you 
better  ?  "  she  concluded. 

"  Yes,  much  better,  indeed  I  was  not  very 
bad" 

"  Then  could  you  come  back  with  me  to 
luncheon  ?  You  know  how  resolutely  my 
father  adheres  to  his  English  ways ;  he  will 
have  luncheon  at  one  o'clock.  I  have  been 
out  since  ten  and  have  done  heaps  of  things. 
There  was  a  sale  of  old  books,  rococo  things 
at  Le  Maitre's,  where  I  picked  up  some 
lovely  things  astonishingly  cheap  ;  then  we 
went  to  the  Madeleine  Flower  Market. 
Larkins  is  w^aiting  in  a  Jlacre  below  with  my 
purchases.  Can  you  come  back  with  me. 
May  ?  I  want  you  to  try  over  some  Eussian 
songs  the  Countess  has  sent  me,  they  are 
curiously  full  of  accidentals,  and  you  know 
I  do  not  care  to  play  and  sing.  Mr.  Ogilvie 
promised   to   come    and    teach   me    how   to 
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pronounce   the  words  when  I  have   learned 
the  music. 

"  Yes,  I  can  come  quite  well,  it  will  do  me 
good.     I  was  feeling  rather  miserable." 

"The  physical  effect  of  indisposition  I 
suppose,  at  least  I  hope  you  have  no  cause 
for  uneasiness  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  !     I  have  nothing  to  complain  of." 

"  Then,  dear  May,  do  put  on  your  things 
and  come.     We  shall  be  rather  late  as  it  is." 

"Do  not  wait  for  me,  Frances.  I  have 
breakfasted,  and  will  follow." 

"  No,  no.  I  will  help  you.  My  mother 
does  not  like  your  walking  all  that  way  alone. 
She  would  not  be  pleased." 

May  laughed.  "  I  am  afraid  if  I  carried 
out  Mrs.  Conroy's  views  I  should  lose  the  use 
of  my  limbs.  I  will  change  my  dress  as  soon 
as  I  can." 

"  Oh,  don't  change  !     You  look  very  nice." 

"  My  dear  Frances,  I  should  disgrace  your 
table." 

"  I  do  not  think  so  ;  but  I  care  so  little 
about  dress." 

May  put  away  her  work  rapidly. 

VOL.   I.  4 
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"  Can  I  not  help  you  ? "  repeated  Miiss 
Conroy. 

"  No,  no  ;  there  is  not  room  for  two  in  my 
Ladyship's  chamber,"  returned  May,  laughing 
as  she  left  the  room. 

Miss  Conroy  sat  down  in  Mr.  EiddelFs 
special  chair,  drew  a  note-book  from  her 
muff,  and  amused  herself  making  entries, 
and  jotting  down  figures.  She  was  not  kept 
lonsf  waitins". 


g- 


"  You  have  been  quick.  May,"  she  said  as 
her  friend  entered.  "  That  is  a  pretty  dress. 
I  don't  think  I  have  seen  it  before." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  you  have,  many  times. 
Your  kind,  good  mother  gave  it  to  me  quite 
two  years  ago.  I  remodelled  it  last  winter, 
and  put  a  little  dark  blue  velvet,  as  you  see, 
on  the  corsage,  and  behold  all  things  have 
become  new."  She  opened  her  jacket  for  a 
moment  to  display  her  handiwork.  "  Come, 
Frances,  I  will  give  Leontine  a  message  for 
papa,  and  follow  you  immediately." 

The  distance  between  the  Eue  de  Yielle 
Cour,  where  Mr.  Eiddell  lived,  and  the  Eue 
de  Melun  was  but  short,    yet  Miss    Conroy 
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contrived  to  say  a  great  deal  during  the  drive 
thither. 

At  first  she  gave  many  directions  to  her 
maid  as  to  the  disposal  of  the  various  parcels, 
the  flower  pots,  a  basket  of  cut  blossoms,  etc., 
with  which  the  seats  were  crowded.  These 
were  quite  disregarded  by  Larkins,  an  elderly, 
resolute  looking,  wooden  faced  woman. 

"  I  rather  think  we  shall  have  a  new 
admirer  of  mine  at  luncheon  to-day,  you 
have  not  seen  him  yet — a  Mr.  Carr.  I 
believe  he  is  an  Australian.  There  is  some- 
thing original  about  him,  something  semi- 
civilised,  not  in  the  least  ill-bred  or  common, 
nothing  whatever  of  the  cad,  you  know,  but 
a  little  abrupt  and  wild.  He  seems  so 
astonished  because  I  love  science  and  art 
and  literature.  He  has  evidently  been 
accustomed  to  women  who  live  only  for  dress 
and  folly.  He  is  handsome,  certainly  hand- 
some, but  a  mere  animal.  I  think  I  must  try 
and  civilise  him — if  it  can  be  done." 

"  Perhaps  you  will  spoil  him,"  returned 
May  smihng.  "How  do  you  happen  to 
know  him  ?  " 

.MvrRSlTY  OF  lUWOIS  4 
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*'  Oh  !  Lord  Wargrave,  a  cousin  of  my 
father's,  was  out  in  Australia  the  year  before 
last,  and  received  great  hospitality  from  ]\ir. 
Carr.  He  introduced  him  to  us  just  as  we 
were  leaving  town  for  the  summer,  and  now 
he  has  reappeared  here !  He  rather  interests 
me." 

Here  the  fiacre  stopped,  and  the  young 
ladies  alighted. 

No.  43,  Eue  de  Melun  was  an  essentially 
modern  Parisian  mansion.  The  first  stage, 
which  was  occupied  by  Mr.  Conroy,  was 
large,  lofty,  beautifully  decorated  and  fur- 
nished, and  supplied  with  all  the  newest 
contrivances  for  comfort  and  health. 

"  Are  we  late,  Dutton  ?  "  asked  Miss  Conroy, 
as  the  door  was  opened  by  her  father's  severe 
and  solemn -looking  valet. 

"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Conroy  have  just  been  five 
minutes  at  table.  Miss  Frances,"  he  returned. 

"  Is  that  all  ?     Come,  May." 

Dutton  threw  open  the  dining-room  door 
and  announced  them  as  though  the  daughter 
of  the  house  were  a  visitor.  A  sense  of 
warmth — of  well-blended  colours — the  glitter 
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of  plate  and  glass — a  mingled  perfume  of 
hot-house  flowers,  with  the  odour  of  savoury- 
dishes,  struck  May.  Three  convives  were 
seated  at  the  delicately  served  board.  A 
pale,  sweet-looking  woman  in  dark  blue 
plush  morning  gown,  and  a  cap  of  fine  lace 
over  her  soft,  nearly  grey  hair.  A  handsome 
elderly  man,  who  looked  as  if  "  all  the  airts 
the  wind  can  blaw "  had  spent  their  forces 
on  his  face,  bearing  the  stamp  of  "  country 
gentleman "  on  his  whole  form.  And  a  tall 
young  one  with  deep  grey  eyes,  well-cut  brow 
and  nose,  and  abundant  moustaches  covering 
the  lower  part  of  his  face.  As  he  stood  up 
to  greet  the  new  arrivals,  he  seemed  unusually 
tall.  He  was  well  dressed ;  the  artist  he 
employed  was  evidently  of  no  mean  order. 
Yet  there  was  something  not  of  "  the  world 
worldly  "  in  his  aspect  and  carriage.  Nature 
was  too  strong  even  for  a  high-class  tailor. 

"  My  dear  May,  I  am  very  glad  to  see 
you,"  said  Mrs.  Conroy  kindly,  as  she  held 
out  her  hand. 

"Don't  deserve  a  mouthful  for  being  so 
late ! "    cried    her   husband,   rising  to   shake 
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hands  with  his  young  guest.  As  it  is,  you 
have  missed  a  capital  omelette.  Here,  Dutton, 
put  a  screen  behind  Miss  Eiddell.  Where 
the  deuce  have  you  been  scampering  all  the 
morning,  Frances  ?  "  but  she  was  too  much 
engaged  in  speaking  to  Carr  to  heed  him. 
No  one  presented  the  Australian  to  May, 
nor  did  he  address  her. 

Presently  Mrs.  Conroy  asked  if  her  daughter 

intended  to  accompany  her  to  call  on  some 

acquaintances. 

"  No,  not  to-day,  I  am  going  to  devote  the 

whole  afternoon  to  study  those  Russian  songs  ; 

May  has  come  to  help  me,  and  I  shall  not  be 

at  home  to  anyone." 

"  That  is  a  hint,"  exclaimed  the  Australian 

in  a  softer  voice  than  May  expected  to  hear 

from  him,  but  with  it  seemed  to  her  a  touch 

of  Scotch  in  the  accent.     "  I  suppose  I  must 

go,  and  I  dearly  love  music." 

"Yes,   Mr.   Carr,   I   shall   close   my  doors 

inexorably." 

"  Why  you  work  as  hard  as  if  your  bread 

depended  on  your  attention  to  business.  Miss 

Conroy." 
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"  I  wish  it  did,"  she  returned  with  a  sigh. 
"  Then  I  could  prove  what  I  am  worth, 
As  it  is,  everything  is  made  provokingly 
easy  to  me,  still,  I  think  I  may  claim  some 
credit  as  a  woman  not  without  a  purpose." 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  a  wonderful  woman, 
or  you  would  never  '  fash '  yourself — as  my 
old  father  used  to  say — about  the  things  you 
do." 

"  Ah !  life  without  work  would  be  intoler- 
able to  me.  Come,  May,  if  you  will  not  take 
anything,  let  us  attack  these  (Sclavonic 
melodies.  You  shall  hear  them,  Mr.  Carr, 
when  they  are  perfect." 

Carr  rose  and  opened  the  door,  giving  May 
a  steady,  enquiring  glance  as  if  to  ask  "  Who 
are  you  ? "  A  glance  that  stirred  a  faint 
ripple  of  discontent  on  the  usually  tranquil 
surface  of  her  heart.  "  How  strange  it  would 
seem  to  me  to  be  always  sure  of  my  own 
high  importance,  as  Frances  is.  Should  I 
bear  it  as  well  as  she  does  ?  I  shall  never 
know." 

The  rest  of  the  afternoon  was  spent  in 
struggling  with  the  flats  and  sharps  and  minor 
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chords  of  Miss  Conroy's  new  songs,  which 
proved  difficult  but  interesting  to  both  girls. 

Mrs.  Conroy  found  them  still  at  work  on 
her  return. 

"  My  dear  child,  I  have  kept  the  carriage, 
thinking  you  might  still  be  here.  I  shall  take 
you  home,  for  you  must  not  walk  back,  it  is 
quite  dusk.'' 

"Thank  you  very  much,  Mrs.  Conroy. 
Frances,  these  accompaniments  require  a  good 
deal  of  practice,  and  I  cannot  use  Made- 
moiselle Ferret's  piano,  for  she  is  away,  and 
has  locked  up  her  apartment." 

"That  is  of  no  consequence  but  for  the 
trouble  of  coming  here.  Pray  come  every 
day,  my  own  room  and  my  piano  are  at 
your  service.     I  will  tell  Larkins." 

"Thank  you.  Then  I  hope  I  shall  get 
them  quite  perfect  soon.  I  have  been  rather 
stupid  to-day." 

A  cordial  good-bye  without  embracing — 
for  Miss  Conroy  was  by  no  means  effusive 
and  May  hurried  down  to  the  carriage,  being 
much  more  in  awe  of  the  servants  than  of 
their  masters. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

"THE   LESSON  BEGINS.'* 

Tuesday  was  always  a  specially  busy  day 
with  Madame  Falk,  for  like  most  press  writers 
she  was  a  slave  to  the  post. 

The  novelist,  essayist,  even  the  playwright, 
are  sons  and  daughters  of  freedom  compared 
to  the  journalist  who  is  bound  to  time,  and 
that  generally  the  shortest  time.  If  their  petit 
pains  of  reports,  fashion,  notices,  politics,  the 
hundred  and  one  ingredients  which  make  up 
the  columns  of  a  daily  paper,  do  not  come 
fresh  and  crisp  from  the  bakehouse  of  their 
brains,  in  time  for  the  inexorable  mail,  all  is 
lost.  Ill  or  well,  headache  or  no  headache, 
eyes  alert  and  wide  awake,  or  dulled  with 
overwork  or  a  cold  in  the  head,  the  prescribed 
number  of  words  must  be  written,  and  well 
written  up  to  some  standard,  or  the  pen  must 
be  passed  on  to  abler  and  more  punctual 
fingers. 
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This  no  doubt  is  felt  most  hardly  by 
women,  whose  initial  efforts  in  all  careers 
consist  in  picking  up  the  crumbs  which  fall 
from  the  rich  men's  (their  brothers')  tables. 
Theirs  is  the  most  uninteresting,  the  most 
poorly  paid  work,  nor  can  we  sentimentalise 
over  the  injustice  of  this.  We  are  all  under 
the  rigid  rule  of  law,  and  though  here  and 
there  benevolence  and  mercy  may  ease  the 
pressure  of  those  steely  fetters  which  chain  us 
to  our  oars,  in  that  solemn  galley,  the 
"  Inevitable,"  there  can  be  no  escape,  and 
the  only  true  alleviation  is  by  bearing  "  To 
conquer  our  fate ! "  In  time  the  clearer- 
brained  and  strono^er-willed  amoncf  us  will 
rise  to  higher  rank  and  better  pay,  marching 
over  the  yawning  rifts  and  gaps  which  have 
been  filled  up  and  made  passable  by  those 
pioneers,  the  forlorn  hope,  who  first  ventured 
on  an  unknown  country,  and  "  fighting  fore- 
most fell,"  unrecognised,  unlamented  —  a 
history  often  repeated — for  the  progress  of 
one  generation  is  chiefly  founded  on  the 
martyrdom  of  those  that  went  before. 

This  present  Tuesday  had  been  especially 
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busy,  as,  besides  her  official  work,  Madame 
Talk  had,  as  was  not  uncommon  with  her,  to 
do  a  lot  of  work  for  other  people,  and  she 
now  sat  in  an  easy  chair  wrapped  in  her 
working  gown,  her  still  small,  well-shaped 
feet  thrust  into  fur-trimmed  slippers,  her  eyes 
half-closed,  and  her  busy  right  hand  resting 
for  a  moment  on  the  arm  of  her  chair.  Her 
plentiful  dark  hair  was  pushed  away  under  a 
white  lace  scarf  which  was  tied  over  her 
head,  for  she  felt  the  beginning  of  a  cold — 
a  thing  she  greatly  dreaded,  for  she  took 
nothing  lightly.  On  her  lap  lay  a  yellow 
covered  novel,  a  paper  knife  between  the 
leaves. 

Miss  Barton  sat  opposite  her  near  the 
table,  on  which  was  a  shaded  lamp.  She  had 
put  on  her  evening  toilette  of  a  rusty  black 
silk  skirt,  and  a  black  velvet  jacket  somewhat 
white  about  the  seams.  She  was  knitting  a 
woollen  sock  rapidly  and  mechanically. 

"Do  make  up  the  fire,  Sarah,"  said 
Madame  Falk  with  a  shiver.  "  I  feel  as  if 
cold  water  were  running  down  my  back.  I 
am  sure  I  have  taken  cold.      Thank  goodness 
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I  am  not  obliged  to  go  out  to-morrow 
morning." 

"Take  some  hot  gruel  and  stay  in  your 
bed,  nothing  like  bed  for  a  cold,  but  as  we 
have  a  minute's  quiet,  I  wish  you  would  tell 
me  what  Mr.  Eiddell  really  said  about  May, 
and  about  your  visit  to  Madame  Dupont ;  you 
have  hardly  had  time  to  breathe  since  she 
was  here." 

"Ah!  well,  I  told  you  that  Mr.  Eiddell 
refused  the  Dupont  alliance,  or  as  good  as 
refused  it,  said  he  had  no  fortune  to  give  his 
daughter,  that  if  he  had  he  could  not 
countenance  a  mercenary  union,  it  hurts  his 
ideal  of  the  higher  life  ;  a  lot  more  balderdash 
of  the  same  kind.  Of  course  he  added  if  the 
man  chose  to  evince  his  truth  and  disinter- 
estedness by  proposing  for  May,  fortune  or  no 
fortune,  that  would  be  a  different  matter ! 
Poor  May  !  a  nice  time  she  would  have  of  it 
if  she  did  go  portionless  into  a  Parisienne 
family.  It  is  amazing  that  a  man  like  Mr. 
Eiddell  who  has  lived  so  long  among  French 
people  should  know  so  little  of  their  social 
spirit." 
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"  Who  has  lived  so  long  in  France  you 
mean,  Esther  ;  I  am  not  so  sure  he  has  lived 
among  French  people." 

"  At  all  events,  I  did  not  waste  too  much 
time  talking  to  him.  To-day  I  interviewed 
Madame  Dupont.  I  put  the  best  face  I  could 
on  it  to  her.  I  said  that  Mr.  Eiddell  was 
greatly  opposed  to  international  marriages, 
so  much  so,  that  he  would  never  make  any 
settlement  on  his  daughter  unless  she  married 
an  Englishman.  Should  she  choose  a  man  of 
any  other  race,  he  would  not  absolutely 
refuse  his  consent,  but  he  would  give  no 
money.  Madame  was  vastly  polite  and  quite 
agreed  with  the  opinion  of  Monsieur  Eiddell, 
that  mixed  marriages  were  better  avoided.  I 
think  she  is  glad  to  be  well  out  of  the  affair 
without  disobliging  her  son ;  she  compli- 
mented every  one  all  round,  and  pronounced 
a  glowing  eulogium  on  May — the  matter 
there  ends.  I  never  expected  anything  else !  " 
"  No,  nor  I !  My  opinion  is,  that  Eiddell 
hasn't  a  rap  to  give  anyone,  and  he  will  leave 
that  child  a  beggar." 

"  Oh,   nonsense !     He   must   have   money, 
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and  lie  cannot  take  it  away  with  him,  she  will 
have  something  to  live  on.  I  wish  she  was 
more  hopeful  and  energetic.  Work  is  a  sort 
of  universal  panacea.  I  do  not  think  she  is 
averse  to  work,  nor  is  she  without  ability,  but 
I  do  not  see  what  she  is  to  do." 

"  Nor  I,  unless  to  remain  as  she  is,  a 
useful  but  unpaid  attachee  to  her  father." 

"  There  is  good  stuff  in  her,  believe  me,  if 
she  could  only  find  her  groove,"  returned 
Madame  Falk  thoughtfully,  and  relapsed  into 
silence. 

Presently  she  was  aroused  by  the  arrival  of 
the  late  post,  several  letters  demanded  her 
attention  ;  she  read  them  quickly,  tearing  up 
one  or  two,  and  dwelling  on  the  last.  It  was 
large  and  square,  the  writing,  small,  straight 
and  peculiarly  clear.     A  card  fell  from  it. 

"  This  is  an  unexpected  honour,"  she  said, 
looking  up.  "A  note  from  Mr.  Ogilvie  !  He 
is  really  very  obliging.  You  remember  I 
have  been  anxious  to  see  the  interior  of 
Prince  Eadymski's  new  house  or  rather 
palace  at  Passy  and  how  impossible  it  is  to 
gain   admittance  ?     I   happened   to   mention 
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this  before  Mr.  Ogilvie  when  I  met  him  last 
week  at  the  Zavadoskois'.  He  did  not  even 
seem  to  attend  to  what  I  was  saying,  nor  did 
he  mention  the  subject  last  night — now,  here 
is  a  note  from  him  saying  that  he  has  spoken 
to  the  Prince,  who  has  given  me  permission 
to  inspect  his  public  rooms,  library  and 
pictures  ;  all  he  asks  is  that  I  do  not  publish 
the  result  of  my  observations  in  any  European 
paper,  only  in  America  and  the  Colonies.  He 
encloses  the  Prince's  card,  who  has  written 
'  Admit  Madame  Talk,'  see,"  and  she  handed 
it  to  her  cousin. 

"How  have  you  found  favour  in  his 
sight  ?  " 

"  Heaven  knows !  Anyhow  he  has  done 
me  a  bit  of  good  service,  but  I  am  greatly 
surprised.  Mr.  Ogilvie  is  the  last  man  I 
should  suspect  of  good  nature,  and  though  he 
has  always  been  very  courteous  on  the  few 
occasions  on  which  we  have  spoken  together, 
I  don't  think  I  particularly  like  him.  He 
has  such  a  guarded,  inscrutable  face,  yet — I 
fancy  I  can  read  it  a  little — it  tells  me  he 
could  be  an  implacable  tyrant — but — I  may 
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be  wrong.  I  must  write  and  tliank  him  at 
once,  though  I  really  cannot  go  out  to  post 
it  to-night ;  it  will  be  out  of  the  way  for  to- 
morrow.    I  suppose  Adrienne  is  gone  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  two  hours  ago.  But  /  can  take  it. 
I  don't  mind  a  bit." 

"  Certainly  not.  There  is  no  necessity.  It 
is  only  a  bit  of  civility.  Eeally  I  am  greatly 
obliged  to  Mr.  Ogilvie.  This  is  a  bit  of 
quite  gratuitous  kindness.  I  shall  like  him 
for  the  future — at  least,  I  think  I  shall." 

She  rose,  lit  a  small  hand  lamp  which 
stood  on  the  mantelpiece,  and  went  into  her 
little  writing-room,  where  she  swiftly  penned 
a  grateful  acknowledgement  of  Ogilvie's 
kindness." 

"  I  must  make  a  new  arrangement  for  to- 
morrow," she  said  when  she  returned  to  the 
fireside.  "It  is  always  wise  to  strike  while 
the  iron's  hot.  I  shall  go  to  the  Eadymski 
House  first."  Taking  a  note-book  from  her 
pocket  and  tearing  out  a  page,  she  began 
to  scribble  rapidly  a  fresh  plan  for  her  busy 
day. 

"  I  think  I  have  found  the  very  place  for 
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George's  boy,"  she  resumed.  "  It  will  not  be 
an  easy  one,  but  it's  the  best  I  can  do.  You 
know  Deslignes,  the  jeweller,  in  the  Avenue 
de  I'Opera  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't,"  said  Miss  Barton. 

"  Never  mind.  It's  a  big  place.  Well,  the 
'  patron '  will  take  him  in,  as  unpaid  clerk,  for 
six  months,  giving  him  food  and  lodging.  He 
is  to  speak  English  to  the  English  and 
American  customers  and  assist  in  the  book- 
keeping, as  soon  as  he  knows  how.  If  he  is 
a  clever  lad  it  may  be  a  good  opening  for 
him,  but  I  am  half  afraid  British  cleverness 
may  not  fit  into  the  crooks  and  angles  of 
French  life.  We  can  but  try.  I  hope  my 
poor  brother  wiU  give  him  a  good  outfit. 
What  pocket-money  ought  he  to  have,. 
Sarah?" 

"  As  little  as  possible,  for  I  suspect  it  will 
come  out  of  your  pocket,"  growled  Miss 
Barton. 

"  Perhaps,"  absently.  "  And,  Sarah,  he 
must  dine  with  us  every  Sunday." 

"  Oh,  very  well ;  and  Monday  too  if  you 
like ! " 

VOL.   I.  5 
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Madame  Falk  laughed,  a  kindly,  good- 
humoured  laugh. 

"  By  the  way,  Esther,  how  does  this  Ogilvie 
man  come  to  know  the  Zavadoskois  and 
Prince  Eadymski  so  well  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  But  as  he  was  a  long 
time  at  Galatz,  and  also  at  Odessa  when  the 
Mouths  of  the  Danube  difficulties  were  being 
settled  I  fancy  he  saw  something  of  Eussian 
society.  He  came  on  from  Galatz  here,  and 
is,  I  believe,  a  Foreign  Office  employe — on 
the  commercial  side,  you  know — to  attend  to 
British  interests  in  this  International  Indo- 
Egyptian  Trade  Convention.  I  am  told  he  is 
considered  a  valuable  servant.  He  knows 
everyone,  and  is  popular  too,  considering  he 
is  a  silent,  self  contained  man,  though  he  can 
talk  well  if  he  likes.  I  am  sure  I  did  not 
dream  that  he  noticed  what  I  said.  Now  he 
has  suggested  the  idea,  I  shall  try  if  he  cannot 
help  me  in  other  directions.  I  do  not  fancy, 
however,  he  is  a  man  to  be  manipulated. 
Come,  Sarah,  let  us  go  to  bed.  I  must  be  up 
betimes  to-morrow.  How  I  hope  no  frag- 
ments of  shattered  gentility  will  tempt  my 
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brother  to  object  to  the  shop-keeping  side  of 
my  scheme  for  Johnnie." 

"  God  knows !  "  sighed  Miss  Barton.  "  It 
is  impossible  to  say." 

^  'l?  ▼  ^  tJ^ 

Meantime  Miss  Conroy  was  more  constant 
to  the  study  of  her  Eussian  songs  than  usual. 
But  if  she  worked  seriously,  her  friend  and 
accompanist  spent  far  more  time  and  pains 
in  learning  the  music  thoroughly.  It  was 
strange  to  her,  and  full  of  difficult  transitions. 

"  If  I  could  hear  anyone  play  them  that 
knows  the  measure  and  the  style,"  she  some- 
times sighed  to  herself ;  "  I  cannot  get  hold  of 
the  idea,  and  I  do  not  think  Frances  has  either. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Ogilvie  will  help  us  both." 

The  day  on  which  he  was  to  give  his  lesson 
in  pronunciation  came  all  too  quickly  in 
May's  estimation,  while  Miss  Conroy's  superior 
self-confidence  kept  her  quite  tranquil. 

"I  must  go  out  with  my  mother  imme- 
diately after  luncheon,"  said  Frances  to  her 
friend  a  day  previous  to  this  conversation. 
"  I  shall  come  back  as  soon  as  I  possibly  can, 
but  I  shall  tell  them  to  let  Mr.  Ogilvie  in  if 
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he  comes.  You  can  play  over  the  accom- 
paniments to  him  and  amuse  him  till  I  come, 
though  I  do  not  feel  sure  he  will  make 
his  appearance  to-day,  as  he  disappointed 
yesterday.  You  do  not  mind  Mr.  Ogilvie, 
May  ?  Some  people  are  a  little  afraid  of 
him  ! " 

May  laughed  softly. 

"He  is  too  far  away  from  me  to  be 
alarming,  but  I  do  fear  spoiling  your  songs," 
she  said. 

"  Do  not  trouble  about  that,"  said  Frances 
magnanimously.  "  You  will  do  very  well. 
Good-bye  for  the  present." 

May  stood  a  few  minutes  in  thought  after 
Frances  had  left  the  room.  She  enjoyed 
these  quiet  mornings  with  her  friend ;  she 
was  thankful  that  her  father  had  found  fewer 
faults  of  late,  in  fact  that  the  stream  of  her 
life  was  standing  comparatively  still  in  a  little 
tranquil  pool,  but  a  deep  sense  of  its 
temporary  character  oppressed  her.  There 
was  no  real  touch  of  home  anywhere  in  her 
life.  She  turned  hastily  from  these  flitting 
thoughts  as    unworthy  and    ungrateful,  and 
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went  to  the  piano,  forcing  herself  to  give  her 
whole  mind  to  the  music  before  her. 

She  had  been  some  short  time  so  occupied 
when  Kuhne,  the  German  courier  servant, 
announced : 

"  Mr.  Ogilvie." 

May  stopped  short,  slightly  startled,  for  it 
still  wanted  nearly  a  quart er-of-an-hour  of 
the  time  at  which  Miss  Conroy  expected 
him. 

Ogilvie  entered  with  a  .smile — he  had  a 
very  pleasant  smile — and  a  properly  defe- 
rential bow.  He  was  a  man  of  five  or  six- 
and-thirty ;  he  might  be  more — he  might  be 
less.  He  was  extremely  dark  for  an 
Englishman  ;  not  much  above  middle  height ; 
squarely  built  and  well  set  up ;  a  broad 
brow,  close  cut,  wavy  hair  ;  a  straight,  but 
by  no  means  classic,  nose  ;  a  large  strong 
mouth  and  chin ;  deeply-set,  steady  dark 
eyes,  which  rarely  told  much — this  does  not 
read  like  the  description  of  a  handsome  man, 
yet  the  whole  was  impressive,  and  was 
generally  remembered  by  those  who  once 
met    him.       He    wore     neither    beard    nor 
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moustaches,  but  his  clean-shaven  face  showed 
distinctly  where  those  appendages  grew  black 
and  thickly. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  Miss  Conroy  has  not  yet 
returned,"  said  May,  rising  from  the  piano  ; 
"but  she  will  soon  be  here.     Pray  sit  down." 

"I  am  before  my  time,"  looking  at  the 
clock.  "  1  thought  Miss  Conroy  would 
forgive  it,  as  we  could  have  a  little  longer 
study."  He  took  a  chair  as  he  spoke,  and 
May  placed  herself  in  the  corner  of  the  sofa 
by  the  fireplace. 

Ogilvie  looked  at  her  with  quiet,  critical 
eyes,  as  if  he  remarked  her  for  the  first  time, 
although  they  had  already  met  more  than 
once. 

"  Miss  Conroy  tells  me  you  are  so  good  as 
to  assist  her  by  playing  her  accompani- 
ments." 

"  She  is  so  good  as  to  allow  me ! "  returned 
May,  with  a  smile.  She  was  quite  as  quietly 
self-possessed  as  her  interlocutor ;  her  perfect 
freedom  from  self-consciousness  gave  that 
delightful  repose  to  her  manner  which 
nothing   else  can   bestow.     "I  believe  Herr 
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Adrianoff  is  to  play  for  her  at  Madame 
Zavadoskoi's  party." 

"That  is  scarcely  wise.  If  she  is  accus- 
tomed to  your  accompaniment  she  will  do 
badly  with  another.  Will  you  be  so  good 
as  to  play  the  songs  while  we  wait  ?  Pray 
remember  I  am  no  great  guide.  I  have  only 
a  vague,  uncultivated  love  of  music  ;  but  I 
know  something  of  these  Eussian  ditties, 
because  I  have  heard  them  sung  by  the 
peasants  in  Southern  Eussia." 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  have  your 
instruction,"  said  May,  going  to  the  piano. 
"The  time  is  a  little  puzzling,"  and  without 
any  hesitation  she  began  to  play. 

Ogilvie  came  over  to  lean  on  the  piano, 
facing  her,  and  listened  with  grave  attention. 

"  Are  you  not  going  to  sing  ?  "  he  asked.  "  I 
think  I  heard  you  singing  as  the  door  opened  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  sing  to  keep  the  music  right ;  but 
that  is  Miss  Conroy's  part,  and  I  must  not 
usurp  it." 

"  But  I  can  judge  the  effect  so  much 
better,  and  help  you  more,  if  you  will.  Do 
you  not  see  the  sense  of  it  ?     Are  you  afraid 
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Miss  Conroy  would  resent  ^^our  usurpation  ?  " 
He  smiled  a  somewhat  cynical  smile. 

"  Certainly  not !  "  decidedly.  "  Frances  is 
quite  above  such  pettiness." 

"  Then  sing !  You  have  some  soul  in  your 
touch,  you  ought  to  be  able  to  sing."  There 
was  a  tinge  of  command  in  his  tone,  which 
half -amused  May,  yet  she  yielded,  and 
turning  back  to  the  first  page,  began. 

She  was  soon  stopped.  One  passage  was 
to  be  slower,  another  softer  ;  one  was  to  be 
hurried  and  the  ordinary  measure  broken,  she 
was  deeply  interested  and  careful  to  attend  to 
every  hint. 

"You  are  a  most  attentive  pupil.  What 
trash  the  English  words  are !  Where  did  you 
get  them?" 

"  The  Countess  gave  them  to  Miss  Conroy  ; 
some  protege  of  hers  made  the  translation. 
It  has  been  difficult  to  divide  the  syllables. 
But  we  could  not  attempt  the  Eussian 
without  you.  Madame  Zavadoskoi  imagines 
Frances  will  sing  the  Enghsh  version." 

"  That  would  never  do.  Miss  Conroy  will 
find    it   much    easier    to    sin^f   the    Eussian 
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words  !  No  language  is  so  difficult  to  sing 
as  English.  Your  voice  is  very  true,  though 
evidently  uncultivated." 

"  Yes  ;  I  have  never  been  taught — and 
probably  never  will  be,"  said  May  placidly. 

"  Sorry  to  hear  it,  Miss  Eiddell." 

May  was  surprised  he  knew  her  name. 

"  It  is  not  what  is  called  '  a  grand  organ,* 
but  it  has  capabilities." 

"  Thank  you  "  ;  a  slight  pause.  "  Shall  we 
.find  it  difficult  to  learn  the  Eussian  words  ?  " 

"  No  ;  it  will  be  but  a  parrot-like  learning. 
Tell  me.  Miss  Eiddell,  have  you  no  personal 
ambition  ?  " 

"  I  really  do  not  know  ;  I  fancy  it  would 
only  worry  me  if  I  had." 

"  Life,  "without  ambition,  is  but  a  stagnant 
pool." 

"  But  a  rushing,  brawling  river  can  never 
reflect  the  blue  tranquil  heavens,"  returned 
May,  laughing.     "  I  love  peace." 

"  That  is  not  the  first  love  of  the  young  ; 
action,  progress,  or  whatever  road  one  selects, 
is  the  ideal  of  early  days." 

"  One  selects,"  said  May  dreamily.     "  Are 
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not  our  feet  placed  upon  a  destined  road, 
whether  we  will  or  not  ?  " 

"  Ha !  you  are  a  philosopher,  then !  I 
scent  the  damnable  doctrine  of  predestina- 
tion! We  must  argue  this  out  some  day," 
cried  Ogilvie  pleasantly. 

May  shook  her  head  and  let  her  fingers 
wander  softly  over  the  keys,  touching  the 
notes  of  an  old  Bohemian  air  she  had  picked 
up  from  one  of  Mademoiselle  Ferret's  pupils. 
Ogilvie,  who  had  walked  back  to  the  fire- 
place, shifted  his  position  so  as  to  see  her 
face — at  which  he  looked  with  a  sort  of 
curious  interest. 

"I  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  your 
father,"  he  said,  rather  abruptly. 

"  Yes,  I  have  heard  him  speak  of  you,"  she 
said,  leaving  the  piano,  and  putting  some 
music  that  was  heaped  on  a  stand  in  order. 

"We  did  not  agree  on  politics,"  he 
resumed,  "  and  I  should  like  to  renew  the 
discussion.  Mr.  Eiddell  has  seen  a  good  deal 
of  the  world." 

"  I  believe  so,"  returned  May  cautiously. 

"  Fortunate  man,  to  have  a  companionable 
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daughter  with  whom  to  settle  down  after 
knockmg  about  the  world." 

"  I  do  not  fancy  I  am  much  of  a  companion 
for  a  man  of  the  world,"  said  May,  smiling, 
"  nor  is  a  man  of  the  world  a  companion  for 
me.  The  few  I  have  seen  appear  very  hard 
and  uninteresting." 

Ogilvie  laughed. 

"  I  daresay  they  do,  and  very  often  they  are. 
However " 

The  entrance  of  Miss  Conroy  interrupted 
him. 

She  apologised  —  not  eagerly  —  for  her 
absence,  adding,  "  You  must  have  been  more 
than  punctual." 

"  I  was,  and  we  have  improved  the  oppor- 
tunity by  going  through  the  music.  Now 
suppose  you  learn  some  of  the  words  first." 

Miss  Conroy  was  not  rapid  in  catching 
sounds,  and  though  by  no  means  unintelligent, 
her  brain  worked  slowly. 

May  took  up  some  knitting,  and  listened 
attentively  without  taking  any  part  in  the 
lesson. 

"  Do  you  decline  to  learn  a  barbarous  Ian- 
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guage  ?  "  asked  Ogilvie,  turning  to  her  quickly 
at  last. 

"  No  ;  I  am  listening  with  all  my  might ; 
but  as  I  shall  never  sing  the  songs,  I  need 
not  hinder  Francis  by  repeating  the  words.'* 

Ogilvie  made  no  reply. 

Finally  Miss  Conroy  tried  the  song.  It 
certainly  went  better  with  the  original  words, 
but  May  was  almost  appalled  by  the  frankness 
with  which  Ogilvie  corrected  and  found  fault 
with  the  all-accomplished  heiress.  Her  time 
was  not  right,  her  words  w^ere  indistinct,  her 
upper  notes  here  and  there  were  too  flat. 
May  glanced  at  her  friend  to  see  how  she 
took  such  unwonted  treatment,  feeling  quite 
distressed  on  her  account. 

But  Miss  Conroy's  face  only  showed  a  slight, 
perhaps  disdainful,  surprise,  wdiile  her  temper 
seemed  quite  unruffled  ;  once  she  said,  "  That 
is  the  note  you  gave  me  so  much  trouble 
about,  May !  I  thought  I  had  got  it  quite 
right." 

"  You  are  tired  to-day,  and  not  doing  as 
well  as  usual,"  said  Msij  earnestly. 

Soon  after  tea  was  brought  in,  and  promising 
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to  come  again  on  his  first  free  afternoon, 
Ogilvie  left  them. 

It  was  dr}^  and  fine,  and  he  walked  briskly- 
down  the  Champs  Elysees,  intending  to  call 
on  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  a  friend  of  former 
days,  with  whom  he  had  always  kept  up  a 
certain  degree  of  intimacy. 

He  was  glad  to  escape  from  the  task  of 
instruction  he  had  voluntarily  undertaken, 
and  as  he  reflected  on  the  superb  self- 
confidence  of  Frances  Conroy  a  smile  stole 
into  the  corners  of  his  lips.  "  At  all  events," 
he  mused,  "it  is  profound  enough  to  make 
her  calm.  Eestless  conceit  is  intolerable ; 
she  is  well  bred  too,  and  years  may  teach 
her  a  truer  measure  of  herself,  though  that  is 
of  small  importance.  But  it  is  amazing  that 
such  a  pumpkin  as  Eiddell,  a  sounding  brass 
and  tinkling  cymbal  creature,  should  have 
such  a  daughter ;  there  is  more  than  the 
grace  of  physical  symmetry  about  her ;  she 
has  the  sort  of  harmony  which  comes  from 
the  power  of  thought — a  distinction  that  not 
one  in  a  hundred  is  capable  of  perceiving. 
There  is  something  infinitely  restful   in  her 
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voice — in  her  presence,  and  just  that  tinge 
of  soft  melancholy  that  refines.  I  don't 
fancy  the  pumpkin  is  an  ideal  father  ;  she 
does  not  give  me  the  idea  of  unmixed  happi- 
ness. I  wonder  how  old  she  is  ;  she  must  be 
a  mere  girl.  Yet  there  is  a  touch  of  maturity 
in  her  quietness,  decidedly  the  making  of  a 
charming  woman  if  cultivated.  I  should  like 
to  undertake  the  cultivation,  but  the  game  is 
too  difficult  to  be  worth  the  candle.  May! 
what  an  absurd  name  !  It  ought  to  be  Psyche 
or  Diana.  No,  not  Diana,  there  is  nothing 
cold  in  her  softness,  and  she  will  probably 
marry  some  '  commis  voyageur,'  who,  even 
if  he  makes  her  a  decent  husband,  will  drag 
her  down  to  his  own  level — '  As  the  husband, 
so  the  wife  is ' — she  will  think  she  ought  to  be 
happy,  and  be  dimly,  depressingly  conscious 
that  she  is  not.  What  curious  lives  many 
women  lead,  and  what  holocausts  of  female 
victims  society  needs  to  cement  its  walls  and 
keep  its  palaces  flawless.  Well  it  must  be  so ! 
I  am  a  strong  advocate  for  law  and  order. 
Since  the  world  began  there  have  been 
victims,  and  there  always  will  be.     The  worst 
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of  it  is,  the  victims  are  generally  charming, 
and  the  '  good  examples,'  who  build  up  their 
status  on  the  ruins  of  the  imprudent,  are  of 
coarser  fibre,  less  delicately  tender  and 
fascinating,  our  social  laws  are  a  nuisance — 
but  necessary.  A  little  dexterity  and  reso- 
lution enables  one  to  evade  much,  without 
doing  any  great  harm  either,  but  institutions 
must  be  respected,  especially  by  a  Legislator 
as  I  intend  to  be.  Why,  by  all  that's  Apropos, 
here  is  the  '  tinkling  cymbal '  himself !  I'll 
smooth  him  down,  for  I  fancy  I  rubbed  him 
up  the  last  time  we  met.  Good  morning, 
Mr.  Eiddell,  are  you  bound  for  the  inex- 
haustible Boulevards,  as  Parisians  consider 
them?" 

"  Good  morning,"  returned  Eiddell,  stifSy. 
"  No  ;  I  am  going  to  the  '  Mirlit^ns.'  I  want 
to  see  that  sketch  of  Arma:H(l's  they  are  all 
talking  of.  I  have  great  doubts  if  it  deserves 
all  the  cackle  there  has  been  about  it." 

"  I  am  going  in  the  same  direction — shall 
we  join  forces  ?" 

Eiddell's  brow  cleared  as  he  readily  assented, 
and  they  walked  on  together. 


CHAPTER   IV. 


"  IN  SOCIETY." 


That  Paris  is  the  Queen  of  cities  few  will 
dispute.  Its  beauty,  its  everlasting  youth- 
fulness,  its  variety,  are  the  delight  of  Europe. 
But  to  enjoy  it  thoroughly,  it  is  necessary  to 
have  a  certain  amount  of  training.  To  a  man 
hke  Carr,  accustomed  to  outdoor  existence,  to 
Hve  in  the  saddle,  to  the  rough  plenty,  the 
rugged  accessories  of  a  big  colonial  cattle-run, 
Paris,  with  its  artificial  j)leasures,  its  highly 
decorated  aspect,  was  more  puzzling  than 
delightful. 

Had  he  not  been  introduced  to  the  Herbert- 
Conroys,  and  by  them  presented  to  Madame 
Zavadoskoi,  in  whose  eyes  he  found  a  certain 
amount  of  favour,  he  would  certainly  have 
left  after  a  week's  trial  of  the  famous  capital. 
But  finding  himself  a  welcome  guest  among 
English  people,  the  sense  of  being  lost  wore 
ofi",  and  he  began  to  understand  something  of 
the   new   life   into    which   he  had   plunged. 


"IN   SOCIETY."  81 

He  found  much  to  amaze,  and,  albeit  by  no 
means  a  saint,  a  great  deal  that  shocked  him. 
His  early  life  had  been  hard  but  wholesome, 
and  when,  after  a  fair  measure  of  success  as 
a  sheep  farmer,  the  discovery  of  a  rich  vein  of 
gold  on  his  land  suddenly  converted  him  into 
a  millionaire,  he  kept  his  head  wonderfully. 
He  was  by  no  means  ignorant,  though 
scarcely  what  could  be  termed  well  educated. 

By  fits  and  starts,  whenever  a  chance 
offered,  he  read  voraciously,  not  novels  or 
lighter  literature,  but  tough,  solid  books 
which  left  a  blessing  behind.  Indeed,  he  was 
not  averse  to  poetry,  though  a  little  ashamed 
of  his  liking  for  such  womanish  stuff.  After 
some  rather  boisterous  outbreaks  of  natural 
seK-indulgence  on  finding  he  was  master  of  a 
large  fortune,  he  started  for  Europe,  resolved 
to  see  everything  and  to  make  up,  if  possible, 
the  deficiencies  of  his  education. 

The  highest  and  purest  pleasure  he  had  as 
yet  experienced  in  this  new  phase  was  from 
the  treasures  of  art  to  which  he  was  now 
introduced  for  the  first  time.  For  these  he 
had  an  innate  taste,  which  sometimes 
VOL.   I.  6 
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surprised  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  herself  a  critic 
of  no  mean  order  and  of  large  experience. 

She  was  half-amused  and  partly  fascinated 
with  the  young  Antipodean,  who  so  frankly 
showed  his  pleasure  in  her  society,  and  de- 
clared that  although  utterly  unconventional 
he  was  naturally  well  bred. 

His  knowledge  of  women  was  limited  to  a 
few  specimens  of  Colonial  feminity,  who  were 
either  shy  and  dull,  or  somewhat  bold  and 
free,  and  though  ready  enough  to  flirt  or 
romp  with  the  latter,  none  had  made  any 
impression  on  him.  A  few  weeks  in  London 
where  some  introductions  had  admitted  him 
to  the  society  of  the  upper  wealthier  middle 
class,  he  had  found  the  young  ladies  rather 
appalling,  and  a  sense  of  being  quite  at  sea, 
making  him,  contrary  to  his  nature,  cautious 
and  reserved. 

The  first  person  with  whom  he  found  him- 
self really  at  ease  was  Mr.  Conroy.  His 
hearty  manner,  his  "  country  gentleman " 
instincts,  his  love  and  knowledge  of  horses 
made  a  common  ground  on  which  they  could 
meet   and    sympathise.      And    next   to   Mr. 
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Conroy  he  felt  most  at  home  with  Mr. 
Conroy's  wife.  Though  a  woman  of  great 
refinement,  she  was  so  gentle,  so  kindly,  so 
transparently  sincere,  that  he  could  talk  to 
her  with  much  comfort  to  himself.  But  of 
Frances  he  positively  stood  in  awe.  The 
extraordinary  amount  of  knowledge  that 
young  woman  seemed  to  possess,  the  unhesi- 
tating decision  of  her  views,  her  remarkable 
self-reliance,  were  quite  overwhelming,  and 
coupled  with  her  small  baby-like  aspect  made 
him  feel  ashamed  of  his  own  half-fledged 
mental  condition,  at  least,  on  their  first 
acquaintance.  Miss  Conroy,  however,  was 
always  sweet  and  condescending  to  everyone, 
and  she  was  often  good  enough  to  explain 
recondite  subjects  to  Carr,  with  an  air  of 
superiority  which  imposed  upon  him  a  good 
deal,  at  the  outset. 

Whereas  Madame  Zavadoskoi  seemed  to 
think  she  could  learn  from  her  colonial 
friend,  or,  at  least,  hear  much  that  was  new 
and  interesting,  and  Carr  found  the  difference 
very  agreeable. 

The  Countess  was  not  handsome,  in  fact, 

6* 
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she  had  narrowly  escaped  being  very  plain, 
hut  she  had  a  parfect  figure,  lovely  little 
hands  and  feet,  and  a  most  expressive  face. 
If  her  mouth  was  large,  her  teeth  were  white 
and  regular,  if  hair  and  complexion  were  fair, 
even  colourless,  her  eyes  were  made  effective 
by  curiously  dark  brows  and  lashes,  un- 
naturally dark — some  people  said.  She  had 
lonor  been  a  well-known  fissure  in  Parisian 
society,  yet  no  one  even  thought  of  her  as 
anything  but  young,  though  her  only  son  was 
an  officer  in  the  Emperor's  Guards — then 
women  marry  so  early  in  Eussia. 

She  was  a  pleasure-loving,  self-indulgent, 
but  generous  woman,  who  had  rarely,  if  ever, 
denied  herself  any  whim  or  fancy  suggested 
by  a  warm  imagination.  Sometimes  she 
quarrelled  with  the  Count,  her  husband,  when 
he  grumbled  at  her  lavish  expenditure,  but 
not  often.  In  fact,  judged  by  their  own 
standard  they  were  a  model  pair,  and  on  the 
whole,  Madame  had  not  given  any  food  for 
scandal  for  many  years. 

This  bright,  caressing,  acquaintance  was  a 
godsend  to  the  rather  friendless  Australian. 
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She  put  everyone  at  his  ease,  and  proclaimed 
aloud  her  ignorance  of  book  learning,  while 
every  phrase,  every  action  showed  her  know- 
ledge of  life.  She  did  not  care  to  stand  on 
any  pedestal  ;  to  her  it  did  not  seem  any 
advantage  to  be  out  of  reach,  she  was  quite 
ready  to  join  hands  with  all  pleasant  and 
well-bred  people,  provided  they  could  gratify 
or  amuse,  and  knew  their  place.  But  for 
all  her  genial  unpretentiousness  no  one  ever 
dared  a  second  time  to  advance  half  a  pace 
nearer  the  Countess  than  she  chose. 

Count  Zavadoskoi  was  a  big  burly  man, 
with  a  Tartar  face  and  a  forest  of  grey  hair. 
He  passed  his  life  very  comfortably  in  eating 
and  drinking,  gambling,  hunting  (when  at 
home)  and,  curious  exception  to  these  mere 
physical  pleasures,  hearing  the  best  music,  of 
which  he  was  passionately  fond. 

Though  Miss  Conroy,  as  became  an  English 
heiress,  rode  well  and  gracefully,  it  was  to 
her  merely  a  mode  of  taking  exercise.  With 
Madame  Zavadoskoi  it  was  a  passion.  Need 
it  be  said  she  was  fully  aware  that  she  looked 
supremely  well  on  horseback.     Here  was  a 
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bond  of  union  with  Carr,  who,  assisted  by 
Mr.  Conroy,  soon  succeeded  in  securing  a 
couple  of  first-rate  horses,  and  counted  his 
rides  in  the  Bois  with  the  fair  Eussian  as  the 
happiest  hours  he  had  spent  in  Europe. 

"  You  must  learn  French,  really  you  must," 
she  exclaimed  as  they  were  returning  from  a 
morning  canter  along  the  Avenue  des  Acacias. 
"It  is  a  great  bore,  I  grant,  learning  any- 
thing, except  by  the  eye  or  the  ear.  But  you 
are  terribly  helpless  with  only  English.  Get 
a  master  for  an  hour  every  morning,  and 
come  to  me  for  a  lesson  in  reading  with  me 
after  dejeuner,  or  before.  I  am  not  a  bad 
teacher  I  assure  you." 

"  You  need  not  assure  me,  Madame.  I  feel 
I  could  learn  anything  from  you.  But  how, 
how  do  you  come  to  know  so  much,  w^hen 
you  say  you  never  studied  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  I  had  foreign  nurses  and  go- 
vernesses, then  we  have  lived  everywhere, 
and  you  know  Sclavonic  brains  are  cerebral 
mirrors,  we  reflect  what  we  hear  and  see  ; 
but  scarcely  anything  enters  in  and  dwells 
there  !    I  can  read  English  and  French  easily. 
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but  I  cannot  write  either  well,  German, 
Italian,  Danish  not  at  all,  I  do  not  think  it 
worth  the  trouble  to  try  !  Shall  I  look  out  a 
French  master  for  you  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  greatly  obliged,"  rather 
ruefully. 

"  Do  you  think  you  have  a  talent  for 
languages  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  suppose  I  have,  or  for  any- 
thing else  in  that  line,"  laughing  good- 
humouredly. 

"  You  can  ride  as  well  as  a  Eussian — or  an 
Englishman ! " 

"  Thank  you  ! — I  am  an  Englishman  !  " 

"  I  suppose  so,  somehow  I  never  remember 
you  are!  Yes,"  turning  and  gazing  at  him 
with  admiring  eyes,  under  which  Carr's 
sunburnt  cheek  flushed  uncomfortably,  "  you 
have  a  very  English  look,  yet  there  is  some- 
thing else  !  I  cannot  quite  make  out  what ! 
May  I  study  you,  Mr.  Carr  ?  "  smiling. 

"  All  day  and  every  da}^  if  you  think  it 
worth  your  while,  but  you'll  soon  get  to  the 
end  of  me — I  don't  think  there  are  many 
complications  in  my  character." 


88  FOUND  WANTING. 

"  Don't  be  too  sure — I  don't  think  you 
know  yourself." 

"  Very  likely  !  I  never  wasted  much  time 
on,  what  do  you  call  it  ?  introspection !  A 
man  must  be  out  of  sorts,  I  fancy,  to  bother 
about  his  own  state  of  mind.  It's  like  feeling 
one's  pulse  and  fancying  you  have  every 
malady  under  the  sun." 

"  Self-examination,  my  young  friend,  has 
been  recommended  by  the  pious  in  all  ages." 

"  Why  do  you  call  me  your  '  young 
friend  '  ?  You  make  me  feel  like  a  beardless 
boy,"  he  cried  impatiently. 

The  Countess  lauofhed. 

"  You  are  a  youth  compared  to  me,  dear 
friend ! " 

"  I  am  probably  not  three  months  your 
junior." 

"  How  old  are  you  then  ?  " 

"  Past  thirty  !  " 

"  Impossible  !     Very  little  past !  " 

"  Still  past." 

"  Then  there  is  not  so  much  difference 
between  us  as  I  thought.  You  are  at  an  age 
not  to  be  trifled  with  !  "     She  looked  laugh- 
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ingly  into  liis  eyes,  yet  something  in  her 
glance  sent  a  strange  thrill  through  her  com- 
panion's veins,  and  he  felt  his  eyes  answer 
hers,  as  he  said  : 

"  I  fancy  you  could  do  very  much  what 
you  liked  with  most  men,  whether  they  be 
twenty  or  thirty !  " 

"  Pray  go  on,  add  forty  !  Some  men  are 
more  malleable  than  others.  Come,  I  am 
growing  cold.  Let  us  try  a  gallop  along  this 
soft  road  !  "  She  touched  her  horse,  which 
sprang  forward,  and  some  moments  of  ex- 
hilarating speed  kept  both  silent. 

"  Ah  !  that  was  delightful  !  a  renewal  of 
life  ! "  cried  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  when  she  at 
length  drew  rein.  "  I  wonder  how  people 
get  on  who  have  no  horses  to  ride  ! " 

"  So  do  I.  I  have  known  rough  times 
myself,  but  I  always  had  a  horse." 

"  Do  you  know  I  should  like  to  hear  your 
story,  for  you  evidently  have  one,  only  you 
shall  learn  French,  and  tell  it  to  me  in  that 
charming  tongue." 

"  It  would  not  suit  such  a  tale  as  mine," 
said    Carr   laughing.       "  Anglo-Saxon   is  the 
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proper  speech  for  my  biography !  But  if  you 
will  give  an  hour  a  day,  I'll  try  Hebrew, 
Greek,  or  anything  j^ou  like  !  " 

"  Agreed  !  I'll  send  you  a  funny  little  old 
Eussian  to-morrow  morning.  He  is  one  of 
my  proteges,  and  will  do  as  well  for  your 
purpose  as  a  professor  from  the  Sorbonne." 

"  And  your  lesson,  madame  ?  " 

"  Mine  ?  Oh,  come  at  twelve  to  breakfast 
next  week,  and  if  I  have  time  you  shall 
read  afterwards.  Now,  are  you  coming  to 
my  soiree  on  Tuesday  ?  " 

"Yes,  if  you  care  to  crowd  your  rooms 
with  such  lumber  as  myself.  I  am  of  no  use. 
When  you  do  not  want  men  to  dance " 

"  Do  not  attempt  to  be  modest !  You  are 
to  come !  You  will  fmd  lots  of  people  who 
speak  English,  and  nearly  every  European 
tongue  as  well.  Then  your  charming  friend 
Miss  Conroy  is  to  sing.  What  an  accom- 
plished poppet  she  is,  and  what  heaps  of 
trouble  she  takes  about  everything " 

"  At  first  I  thought  her  the  most  wonderful 
young  lady  I  ever  met." 

"  At  first  ?     Don't  you  think  so  now  ?  '* 
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"  No,  you  seem  to  know  all  she  does,  and 
a  good  deal  more,  without  taking  any  trouble 
about  it." 

"Wait!  when  she  has  my  years  just 
imagine  what  a  mountain  of  knowledge !  " 

"  Pigmies  are  pigmies  still,  though  perched  on  Alps, 
And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales," 

returned  Carr  laughing. 

"  That  sounds  like  a  quotation !  "  exclaimed 
Madame  Zavadosko'i." 

"It  is ;  from  an  old  eighteenth  century 
English  poet  that  I  don't  fancy  you  know." 

"  What  a  wonderful  wild  man  of  the  woods 
you  are !  " 

"  The  bush  is  more  favourable  to  reading 
than  the  busy  haunts  of  men,  I  imagine :  I 
have  scarcely  looked  at  a  book  since  I  came 
from  Paris." 

They  had  reached  the  end  of  the  Avenue 
Bois  de  Boulogne  and  crossing  the  wide 
circle  at  the  Arc  de  Triomphe,  the  Countess 
suddenly  bowed,  smiled,  and  kissed  her  hand 
to  a  lady  who  was  standing  at  the  corner 
of   one  of   the    many  avenues  opening  from 
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that  beautiful  centre,  as  if  looking  for  an 
omnibus. 

Carr  recognised  Madame  Falk,  whom  he 
had  sat  next  at  Mrs.  Conroy's  dinner  more 
than  a  fortnight  before,  and  he  raised  his  hat. 

"  You  know  Madame  Falk  ?  "  in  a  tone  of 
surprise. 

"Yes,  I  met  her  at  Mrs.  Conroy's." 

"  She  is  a  relation  of  Mr.  Herbert  Conroy's 
I  am  told,"  continued  the  Countess.  "  He  is,  I 
believe,  a  gentleman  of  high  degree,  wealthy 
and  well-born !  She  scribbles  for  newspapers 
for  her  daily  bread !  What  extraordinary 
anomalies  exist  in  English  social  life  1  That 
comes  of  your  system  of  free  marriages !  Our 
pleasant  friend's  mother  made  a  mesalliance 
and  so  comes  about  the  difference — what  a 
difference  ! — between  these  kinsfolk." 

Her  tone  was  slightly  contemptuous  and 
nettled  Carr. 

"  Yes,"  he  exclaimed,  "  anomalous  enough, 
and  long  may  the  system  last.  Better  the 
free  marriage,  with  the  chance  of  love  and 
companionship,  than  the  sacrifice  of  indi- 
viduality to  caste." 
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"There  peeps  out  a  delightful  touch  of 
savagery,  my  dear  Mr.  Carr !  Love!  Com- 
panionship !  Don't  you  think  the  chafing  of 
the  wedlock  fetters  is  apt  to  wear  out  such 
pretty  stufi"?  Fancy  fifteen,  twenty  years, 
with  the  same  cher  ami,  whose  tenderness 
must  always  be  more  or  less  blunted  by  the 
sense  of  right  ?  Life  is  dull  enough  even 
with  the  help  of  a  little  inconstancy  ;  you  rob 
it  of  its  only  important  variety  !  "     . 

Can's  lips  parted  with  a  reply,  which  he 
checked  before  it  was  uttered. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  from  your  point  of  view 
such  '  damned  iteration  '  would  be  intolerable, 
but  is  there  no  constancy  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  do  not  deny  it !  Perhaps 
among  busy,  cold-blooded  people.  There  is 
Madame  Falk,  she  was  left  a  widow  at  twenty- 
four,  I  think,  and  she  has  never  married  nor, 
I  fancy,  had  a  lover,  though  I  believe  she  had 
more  than  one  offer  of  marriage.  Then  it  is 
easier  to  be  constant  to  a  memory  than  to  a 
person  ;  memories  cannot  bore  you  !  Madame 
Falk  is  a  wonderful  woman.  I  happen  to 
know  a  good  deal  of  her.     She  lives  with  her 
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cousin,  a  typical  English  old  maid,  of  whom  I 
am  very  fond  and  who  was  my  governess  for 
a  good  many  years  ;  she  is  quite  devoted  to 
me  !  I  don't  suppose  that  dear  old  thing  ever 
heard  a  word  of  love  from  a  man's  lips  in  her 
life  !  Why  to  be  loverless  must  be  even  worse 
destitution  than  to  be  without  a  horse." 

These  words  brought  them  to  the  door  of 
the  Zavadoskoi  Hotel  in  the  Avenue  Marboeuf, 
and  Carr  assisted  his  fascinating  "  guide,  philo- 
sopher and  friend  "  to  alight  with  tender  care. 
With  a  few  words  of  warning  that  she  would 
be  too  much  engaged  the  following  day  to 
see  anyone,  she  left  him. 

Carr  rode  slowly  away  to  his  hotel,  an  odd 
sense  of  irritation  disturbing  his  heart,  or 
rather  his  circulation. 

The  talk  of  his  delightful  companion  an- 
noyed and  offended  him.  She  had  exercised 
a  great  charm  over  his  senses,  a  charm  he 
never  dreamt  of  resisting,  but  this  cynical 
repudiation  of  constancy  suggested  very 
disagreeable  ideas.  No  woman  had  any  right 
to  the  sort  of  liberty  she  seemed  to  claim,  but 
then  her  talk  was  probably   only   talk.      It 


"IN  SOCIETY."  95 

showed  Carr  was  gifted  with  tact,  which 
means  quick  perception ;  that  he  never 
thought  of  asking  what  she  really  meant  or 
beUeved.  He  felt  it  would  only  bring  ridicule 
and  further  mystification  on  him.  But 
Madame  Falk !  Her  fine,  strong,  open  face 
guaranteed  constancy,  if  ever  a  face  did — yes, 
even  when  she  was  younger  and  softer,  and 
more  emotional,  she  would  not  have  tired  of 
a  lover  as  she  would  of  a  dress  too  often  worn. 
To  be  sure  the  Eussian  Countess  had  pro- 
bably been  married  to  a  man  she  did  not  care 
a  straw  for,  and  the  man  looked  like  a  brute  1 

The  soiree  for  which  Frances  Conroy  made 
such  elaborate  preparations  was  rather  an 
event  in  their  society. 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  received  regularly  once 
a  week,  but  rarely  gave  large  parties  ;  they 
troubled  her,  and  she  hated  crowds.  But  as 
has  already  been  -said,  she  was  very  good- 
natured,  and  wished  to  help  a  young  Polish 
girl  who  wanted  to  make  her  debiit  in  Paris 
as  a  concert  singer. 

May  Eiddell  had  had  a  formal  invitation 
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for  the  first  time,  though  Madame  Falk  had 
taken  her  on  several  occasions  to  the  Coun- 
tess's Thursdays.  Now  she  ^vas  to  take  part 
in  the  performance,  for  at  the  last  moment 
the  German  accompanist,  who  was  to  have 
played  for  Miss  Conroy,  was  obliged  to  keep 
his  bed  by  a  severe  cold  and,  by  Ogilvie's 
advice,  Frances  determined  to  trust  herself  to 
May's  hands. 

The  question  of  the  dress  offered  her  by  her 
father  had  been  a  source  of  great  agitation. 
Madame  Falk  wished  her  to  wear  something 
white  or  cream,  and  May  steadily  insisted  on 
black. 

"  Black  is  so  awfully  old,  my  dear,"  cried 
the  chief  councillor. 

"  That  is  no  matter,  Madame  Falk,  I  do  not 
care  for  anything  except  to  pass  muster,  and 
not  to  be  shabby.  I  don't  care  to  look  young, 
that  will  do  me  no  good!  Let  us  choose 
something  useful  that  will  last,"  and  May 
Eiddell  had  her  way. 

It  was  happily  a  fine  dry  night  at  the  end 
of  February,  and  for  the  first  time  May  saw 
the   three    large  salons    of    the    Zavadoskoi 
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Hotel  thrown  open  and  brilliantly  lit  up.  The 
furniture,  the  decorations,  the  abundant 
flowers,  the  exquisitely-dressed  women,  and  a 
large  sprinkling  of  distinguished  men,  was 
somewhat  overpowering  to  May,  and  she 
clung  closely  to  Madame  Falk,  who  knew 
many  of  those  present  personally,  and  the 
greater  number  by  sight.  It  was  very 
interesting  to  have  the  owners  of  well-known 
names  pointed  out,  and  to  listen  to  brief 
comments  on  their  life  and  adventures,.  Then 
Madame  Zavadoskoi,  who  was  an  admirable 
hostess,  came  to  speak  to  them  before  she 
took  up  her  station  at  the  door  to  receive  a 
Serene  Highness.  Soon  after  Mrs.  Conroy 
and  her  daughter  made  their  appearance, 
which  gave  May  a  sense  of  support. 

"-  How  nice  your  dress  looks,  my  dear," 
said  Mrs.  Conroy  kindly ;  "  but  is  it  not 
rather  sombre?  Don't  you  think  so, 
Frances  ?  " 

"  Very  pretty  indeed,"  said  Frances 
absently.  "May,  you  are  not  afraid  of 
playing  before  all  these  people  ?  " 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  once  I  am  at  the  piano 

VOL.    I.  7 
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and  sheltered  by  you,  I  shall  be  all  right. 
Where  is  Mr.  Conroy  ?  " 

"  Oh !  he  is  dining  with  Mr.  Ogilvie,  and 
will  come  in  later,  you  know  he  does  not  care 
a  straw  for  music.  I  wish  his  tastes  were 
more  like  Mr.  Eiddell's.  He  is  such  an 
admirable  critic  and  so  sympathetic — at  least 
to  me.     I  wish  he  were  to  be  here  to-night !  " 

"  He  is  here  !  an  invitation  came  for  him 
this  morning,"  returned  May,  raising  her 
brows  in  surprise  at  the  idea  of  Frances 
wishing  to  exchange  the  father  she  had  for 
an}^  other,  but  she  said  no  more,  for  at  that 
moment  she  caught  sight  of  Achille  Dupont, 
whom  she  had  not  seen  since  she  had  heard 
of  his  astonishing  wish  to  marry  her  insignifi- 
cant self. 

She  was  aware  indeed,  thanks  to  Miss 
Barton,  that  the  proposed  alliance  had  been 
rejected  by  her  father,  and  although  she  had 
lived  long  enough  in  France  to  know  that  in 
French  matrimonial  matters  no  one  was  a  free 
agent,  she  half  expected  that  the  young  man 
would  make  some  attempt  to  see  her  and  bid 
her  good-bye.     It  is  so  hard  for  an  English- 
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woman  to  realise  a  man  who  had  attained  the 
responsibiHties  of  his  majority  should  be 
fettered  in  the  matter  of  the  greatest  personal 
importance  to  himself;  there  is  always  a 
lurking  belief  in  her  mind  that  he  could, 
if  his  love  was  strong  enough,  break  his 
bonds. 

The  sight  of  her  would-be  lover  fluttered 
her  heart  a  little,  though  she  had  not  the 
faintest  inclination  to  care  for  him,  beyond  a 
cool  liking  for  a  well-bred,  lively  young  man 
who  was  always  flatteringly  attentive  to  her. 

He  only  acknowledged  her  by  a  profound 
bow,  and  then  engaged  in  an  apparently 
interesting  conversation  with  a  soldierly- 
looking,  much-decorated  old  gentleman. 

But  the  music  began,  and  silence  prevailed. 

An  instrumental  trio  opened  the  concert, 
and  then  the  Polish  debutante  regaled  the 
audience  with  an  operatic  tour  de  force^  which 
astonished  the  generality  of  her  hearers. 

"  What  wonderful  vocalization ! "  exclaimed 
Frances,  who  had  kept  her  place  beside  May, 
"  but  to  acquire  it  one  must  give  up  every- 
thincr  to  music." 
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"  I  wish  she  would  sing  something  soft  and 
expressive,  she  has  a  beautiful  voice,"  re- 
turned May. 

A  warning  "sh"  silenced  her,  nor  did 
she  speak  again  save  an  occasional  word  till 
the  first  part  of  the  performance  was  over. 

Then  some  people  moved  about,  and  Carr, 
disentangling  himself  from  the  crowd  in  the 
doorway,  came  to  speak  with  Madame  Falk, 
who  sat  a  little  in  front  of  May. 

"  Ah,  good  evening ! "  she  said,  after  a 
moment's  hesitation,  not  quite  recognising 
him  at  first. 

"1  don't  think  you  know  me,  Madame 
Falk.  It  is  rather  hard  to  be  so  completely 
forgotten !  " 

"  Forgotten,  no !  consider  that  the  music 
had  carried  me  away  into  the  past,  or  the 
future,  to  the  obscuring  of  my  faculties.  I 
remember  oiir  discussion  at  dinner,  how  long 
ago  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nearly  three  weeks  !  Yes,  you  dis- 
agreed delightfully  with  me  on  almost  every 
pomt  ;  you,  a  denizen  of  the  old  world,  are 
such  an  advocate  for  everything  new,  and  I, 
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fresh  from  the  youngest  continent,  such  a 
lover  of  all  that  is  old  !  " 

"Probably  because  the  old  is  new  to 
you ! "  she  exclaimed,  with  her  frank,  pleasant 
laugh. 

Here  he  caught  Miss  Conroy's  eye,  and 
spoke  to  her,  enquiring  for  her  mother,  who 
had  been  taken  away  by  the  Countess  to  a 
place  of  honour,  while  he  looked  enquiringly 
at  May  and  gave  her  a  hesitating  bow.  Then 
he  resumed  his  talk  with  Madame  till  the 
music  re-commenced. 

"  He  is  very  shy,"  said  Miss  Conroy  indul- 
gently, with  a  slight  smile. 

"  Who  ?  "  asked  May.  ''  Mr.  Carr  ?  He 
does  not  strike  me  as  shy." 

"  He  is  with  me.  He  is  of  course  unaccus- 
tomed to  girls  who  think  —  who  have  any 
aspirations  higher  than  dress  and  pleasure. 
My  aims  and  pursuits  surprise  him,  and  per- 
haps check  and  alter  the  feeling  with  which 
he  at  first  regarded  me.  It  is  better  so.  You 
understand  me,  dear  May.  I  feel  I  can  speak 
to  you  as  I  dare  not  to  anyone  else." 

"  Yes,  Frances,  you  may  trust  me." 
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Soon  after,  and  at  the  end  of  the  perform- 
ance, came  the  Eussian  airs  so  dihgently 
practised  by  the  friends.  They  were  very 
successful ;  though  Miss  Conroy's  voice,  like 
all  else  about  her,  was  small,  and  the  higher 
notes  were  a  little  strained,  she  sang  them 
pleasingly  enough,  and  was  highly  applauded, 
as  such  amateur  singers  usually  are.  May 
was  sincerely  pleased,  for  she  felt  she  had  done 
her  part  well ;  but  of  course  as  a  mere  accom- 
panist she  met  with  no  recognition,  and  went 
back  to  her  place  with  Mr.  Conroy,  who  had 
come  into  the  music  -  room  to  hear  his 
daughter's  songs. 

"  Frances  ought  to  be  much  obliged  to  you 
for  all  the  trouble  you  have  taken,"  he  said 
kindly.  "  I  know  nothing  about  such  things, 
but  it  seems  to  me  she  could  not  get  on  with- 
out you." 

"  Ah  !  Mr.  Conroy,  you  are  very  good  ; 
but  there  are  plenty  of  accompanists  to  be 
had  in  Paris." 

"  Perhaps  so,  but " 

"  Mr.  Conroy,"  interrupted  the  hostess,  "  I 
want  you  to  take  a  countrywoman  of  mine. 
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who  adores  English  people,  to  supper. 
Thank  you,  Miss  Kiddell !  You  did  very 
well.     You  have  an  excellent  touch." 

May  hastened  to  sit  down  near  the  door, 
for  Madame  Falk  had  disappeared  ;  she  had 
no  sooner  taken  her  place  than  she  saw  M. 
Dupont  approaching.  She  welcomed  him 
with  a  grave  smile  and  a  flitting  blush, 
which  made  that  meritorious  young  man 
feel  decidedly  bad. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  began  with  a  deep 
sigh,  "  I  venture  to  address  myself  to  you  for 
the  sad  purpose — sad  to  me — of  bidding  you 
adieu." 

"  Are  you  going  to  leave  Paris  then. 
Monsieur,  for  any  length  of  time  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  I  only  wish  I  could 
leave  it  for  ever." 

"  Oh  !  You  would  soon  wish  to  return.  No 
Parisian  can  ever  live  long  in  exile." 

"  Ah !  Mademoiselle  little  knows.  But  my 
excellent  mother  advises  me  to  take  a  journey 
in  Algeria.  It  may  distract  my  thoughts, 
and  when  I  return  I  may  be  more  reconciled 
to  life." 
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*'I  am  sure  I  hope  you  will,  Monsieur. 
And  that  you  may  have  a  good  and  happy 
voyage,"  she  said  kindly. 

"Ah!  Your  goodness  is  adorable.  This  is 
indeed  farewell."  He  took  her  hand,  pressed 
it,  and  departed. 

"He  is  really  very  nice,"  thought  May, 
looking  after  him.  "And  he  will  be  all  right 
long  before  he  comes  back." 

Then  a  curious  sort  of  melancholy  stole 
over  her,  a  profound  sense  of  loneliness.  The 
music-room  was  half-empty.  The  people 
stood  about  in  groups  chatting  gaily,  for 
everyone  knew  everyone.  Frances  had  been 
swept  away  in  a  sort  of  whirlwind  of  applause 
and  admirers,  and  May  felt  forgotten.  Not 
that  she  in  the  least  resented  this,  she  knew 
her  temporary  isolation  was  an  accident,  that 
everyone  was  well  disposed  to  her,  but  her  whole 
life  since  she  left  school  had  taught  her  one 
supreme  lesson.  It  was  her  own  insignificance. 
People  were  kind  and  obliging,  but  she  was 
not  of  the  slightest  importance  to  any  living 
creature.  She  had  no  right  to  complain  of 
this  in  any  direction  save  one.     Her  father,  he 
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might  have  given  her  his  heart.  She  had 
tried  to  be  a  good  daughter,  and  with  what 
joy  she  had  left  school  to  live  with  him! 
Now,  after  more  than  four  years'  experience, 
she  knew  quite  well  that  if  Leontine  could  only 
make  good  coffee,  and  mend  as  neatly  as  her- 
self, her  only  parent  would  part  with  her  cheer- 
fully. Was  it  in  any  way  her  fault  ?  Perhaps 
she  had  not  the  gift  of  attracting  people.  If 
she  had  would  Achille  Dupont  have  given  her 
up  without  a  struggle  ?  Probably  it  was  her 
undemonstrative  quietude  that  gave  people 
the  idea  of  coldness.  Well,  she  could  not 
help  it. 

"  What !  Are  you  here  alone  ?  It  is  an 
ungrateful  world !  "  said  a  low,  mellow  voice 
close  to  her.  Looking  up  she  recognised 
Ogilvie.  "  Surely  you  deserve  refreshment 
after  contributing  so  largely  to  the  success  of 
the  most  interesting  songs  we  have  had  to- 
night," he  continued. 

"  Mr.  Conroy  has  only  just  been  taken 
away  from  me,"  she  said,  looking  up  to  him 
with  a  smile,  "  and  will  no  doubt  come  back. 
He  is  always  kind." 
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"  What !  Kind  enough,  unselfish  enough, 
to  undertake  such  a  task  as  piloting  you  to 
the  buffet  ?  I  will  do  that  service  for  him  if 
you  will  permit  me,  but  there  is  a  raging 
mob  there  at  present.  Shall  we  wait  till  it  is 
clearer  ?  " 

"  Certainly.     I  am  in  no  hurry." 

Ogilvie  drew  a  chair  beside  her.  "  You 
are  not  exhausted  then  with  your  exertions  ? 
You  were  not  nervous  ?  " 

"  No.  I  know  my  notes,  and  I  know 
nobody.  An  audience  of  complete  strangers 
is  equal  to  playing  in  a  mask.  They  were 
scarcely  aware  of  me,  nor  I  of  them." 

"  That  is  true,"  thoughtfully.  "  How  long 
have  I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  you,  Miss 
EiddeU?" 

''You  have  only  just  had  the  privilege  of 
making  my  acquaintance,"  said  May,  lifting 
her  eyes,  which  smiled  at  him.  "  But  I  met 
you  at  Mrs  Conroy's  nearly  a  year  ago,  when 
they  passed  through  Paris  from  St.  Eemo." 

"  Indeed !  I  do  not  remember !  Pray 
observe  I  express  no  astonishment  at  my  own 
want  of  observation." 
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"  Thank  you,"  returned  May,  simply. 

"  Yet,  in  truth,  I  am  surprised !  " 

"  Pray  do  not  spoil  the  original  compliment, 
Mr.  Ogilvie." 

"  Very  well,  I  am  mute.  To  change  the 
subject.  I  am  shocked  to  see  that  your 
father  prefers  cards  to  music.  I  thought  he 
was  an  accomplished  critic.  Now  he  has 
been  playing  whist  all  the  evening  with  Zava- 
doskoi  and  young  Dupont,  who  has  lost  all 
his  stakes."     He  watched  her  as  he  spoke. 

"  Is  it  pleasant  to  win  other  people's 
money  ?  I  should  not  have  imagined  it 
amusing." 

"Believe  me,  there  is  nothing  half  so 
diverting.  There  is  a  proud  sense  of  supe- 
riority in  such  a  triumph.  When  I  empty  my 
adversary's  pockets  I  go  home  and  dance  with 
joy  as  soon  as  I  have  locked  my  door." 

May  laughed.  She  felt  suddenly  lifted  out 
of  her  despondency,  and  convinced  that  she 
was  worth  the  trouble  of  talking  to. 

"  By-the-way,"  resumed  Ogilvie  abruptly, 
"  don't  you  live  in  the  same  house  as  Madame 
Falk?" 
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"  I  do.     We  are  on  the  entresol^ 

"  Yes,  I  thought  so.  What  a  terrific  thing 
a  lady — I  should  say  a  woman — journalist 
must  be ! " 

"  Why,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  Madame  Falk  is  quite 
charming ! " 

"  I  grant  she  conceals  her  terrors  passably 
well.     And  you  see  a  good  deal  of  her  ?  " 

"Not  half  enough."  Their  talk  flowed 
easily  for  some  minutes  longer,  during  which 
May  told  more  of  her  daily  life,  of  her  father's 
habits  than  she  had  any  idea. 

Then  Ogilvie  took  her  to  the  buffet  to 
refresh.  There  they  met  the  Conroys,  Mr. 
Eiddell,  and  Madame  Falk,  with  the  Aus- 
tralian. 

"  It  was  so  nice  of  Mr.  Ogilvie  to  take 
care  of  you,  dear  May,"  said  Frances  Conroy 
as  they  put  on  their  wraps.  "  It  was  very 
considerate  towards  me.  He  knows  I  am  very 
fond  of  you !  " 


CHAPTER  V. 


"MADEMOISELLE   PEREET." 


Madaime  Zavadoskoi's  party  had  ended  so 
pleasantly  for  May  tliat  she  felt  enlivened  for 
several  days  after,  and  took  herself  to  task 
for  yielding  to  unreasoning  depression  pre- 
viously. 

Why  should  she  care  if  she  were  of  import- 
tance  to  people  or  not  ?  Minds  of  a  higher 
tone  than  hers  could  be  sufficient  to  themselves, 
why  could  she  not  at  least  aim  at  this  happy 
elevation  ? 

At  least  two  clever  people,  Frances  Conroy 
and  Mr.  Ogilvie,  liked  to  talk  to  her.  True, 
the  former's  suggestion  that  Ogilvie's  civility 
was  a  second-hand  sort  of  attention  was 
probably  correct,  yet  he  seemed  interested  in 
all  she  said.  Frances  was  always  kind,  and 
really  fond  of  her  (May),  but  somehow 
latterly  May's  faith  in  and  admiration  of  her 
friend   had   been   shrinking   in   a    way   that 
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puzzled  and  annoyed  her.  Her  ambition  to 
be  everything,  to  do  everything,  to  know 
everything,  had  grown  a  trifle  monotonous. 
Moreover,  as  May's  own  mind  grew,  she  began 
to  find  that  all  her  friend's  opinions  and 
observations  seemed  repetitions  of  something 
she  had  heard  or  read  before. 

"  It  would  be  more  interesting  if  she  made 
mistakes  sometimes,  or  thought  she  did. 
Then  I  wish  she  cared  a  little  about  what  I 
think,  but  I  am  growing  ill-natured  and  self- 
conceited.  I  certainly  do  not  know  as  much 
as  she  does,  and  I  am  not  half  so  industrious. 
I  waste  such  a  quantity  of  time  musing  over 
what  I  read.  It  is  very  pleasant,  but  I 
might  do  much  more  if  I  were  not  given  to 
dream  ;  of  course,  it  is  not  all  lost  time,  as 
I  can  do  needlework  and  I  have  a  great  deal 
on  hand  just  now.  I  will  not  go  out  with 
Frances  till  I  finish  it ;  now  she  is  takin^f 
lessons  in  Eussian  she  does  not  want  me  so 
much." 

Here  the  entrance  of  the  father  cut  short  her 
meditations.  He  looked  brighter  than  usual 
and  the  tone  of  his  voice  was  more  cheeiful. 
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"May,  my  love,  put  on  your  things  and 
come  with  me  to  leave  cards  at  Madame 
Zavadoskoi's.  It  is  a  week  since  her  party 
and  I  have  not  called  yet !  Eeally,  try  as  I  will 
to  keep  clear  of  the  '  madding  crowd,'  engage- 
ments will  gather  round  me.  By  the  way, 
dear  child,  you  had  better  warn  Leontine  that 
I  dine  out  to-day  ;  she  will  therefore  only  pro- 
vide for  your  modest  needs.  I  have  promised 
to  dine  with  Ogilvie  and  one  or  two  choicer 
spirits.  I  confess  I  fear  that  I  prejudged 
Ogilvie.  He  is  a  cold  exclusive  fellow,  but  he 
recognises  and  appreciates  ability  and  dis- 
crimination where  he  meets  it.  Some  people 
think  very  highly  of  him,  and  I  admit  he  is  a 
man  of  decided  intelligence.  He  seeks  my 
society  in  a  very  flattering  manner." 

"  Yes,  he  is  agreeable,"  said  May. 

"  He  is.  I  observed  that  he  took  you  to  the 
refreshment  room,  being  no  doubt  anxious  to 
pay  my  daughter  attention." 

"Very  likely,"  said  May,  w4th  an  irre- 
pressible youthful  laugh. 

"  Do  you  find  my  suggestion  absurd  ? " 
asked  Mr.  Eiddell  severely.     "  Do  you  fancy 
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it  was  simply  and  solely  to  please  himself  Mr. 
Ogilvie  talked  to  you  ?  Beware,  my  child,  of 
conceit !  It  is  the  most  fatal  mistake  a  young 
woman  can  make ;  simplicity,  an  absence  of 
self-consciousness,  these  are  charms  which  I 
trust  will  always  be  yours." 

"  I  hope  so,"  returned  May,  an  amused 
smile  still  dancing  in  her  eyes.  "  At  all  events, 
I  do  not  lack  lessons  in  humility." 

"  Eeally,  my  dear  May,  though  I  fancy  few 
men  have  seen  or  known  more  of  human 
nature  than  I  have,  I  am  sometimes  at  a  loss 
to  understand  you.  I  can  only  conclude  that 
the  weakness  of  a  loving  father  has  somewhat 
pampered  and  spoilt  you.  Go,  my  dear,  put 
on  your  hat  and  cloak,  your  hest^  remember — 
you  have  to  walk  up  part  of  the  Champs 
Ely  sees  with  m^." 

"  Very  well,  papa.  I  shall  make  myself  as 
smart  as  I  can." 

Eiddell  looked  after  his  daughter  with  a 
puzzled  expression. 

"  She  is  singularly  unresponsive,"  he 
thought.  "  Alas  ;  it  has  always  been  my  lot 
to  be  misunderstood  by  those  who  ought  to 
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be  my  nearest  and  dearest,  'Tis  tlie  usual 
penalty  paid  by  somewhat  exceptional 
natures."  He  carefully  looked  at  himself  in  a 
glass  which  hung  between  the  windows,  then 
he  went  into  the  vestibule  and  called  Leontine 
to  brush  his  coat  wdiile  he  performed  the 
same  office  to  his  hat,  examined  his  boots,  and 
finally  went  into  his  room  for  a  pair  of  new 
tan  gloves,  which  he  had  not  completed 
fitting  on  carefully  when  his  daughter  re- 
appeared. 

"  My  dear,"  with  mild  reproachfulness,  "  I 
asked  you  to  put  on  your  best  hat." 

"  Yes,  papa,  and  I  have.  You  don't  think 
this  hat  shabby  ?  " 

"Well,  May,  I  cannot  say  it  is  fresh.  I 
fear,  my  love,  you  do  not  take  care  of  your 
clothes.  Limited  as  I  am  in  means  you  might 
spare  me  the  distress  of  seeing  you  unneces- 
sarily shabby." 

"  But,  papa,  it  is  two  years  since  I  had  a 
real  new  hat." 

"  Spare  me,  my  dear  May,  spare  me  these 
distressing  details.     The  first  few  francs  I  can 
put  together  after  providing  for  our  absolute 
VOL.    I.  8 
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needs  shall  be  yours,  though  it  will  be  some 
time  before  I  recover  the  outlay  so  lately  made 
upon  you.      Come,    my   dear,    allow    me  to 
enjoy  a  walk  with  you,  for  once,"  and  with  a 
deep  sigh  he  led  the  way  downstairs.     May 
followed  him,  her  cheeks  slightly  flushed,  an 
amused  smile  contending  with  an   impatient 
knitting  of  her  brow,  and  father  and  daughter 
walked  up  the  Champs  Elysees,  Mr.  Eiddell 
occasionally  commenting  on  the  occupants  of 
the    carriages   which  passed,  and  taking    off 
his  hat  with  much  elegance  to  some  of  them. 
'•  Ah !   there   is   our   friend   Ogilvie  !  "    he 
exclaimed,   as    two   gentlemen  on  horseback 
approached  near  the  Avenue  Marboeuf,  and  he 
waved  his  hand  with  ostentatious  familiarity. 
Ogilvie  took  off  his  hat  to  May  and  half- 
checked   his    horse,    but    went    on  without 
pausing.     How,   well,  how  distinguished,  he 
looked,   how    thoroughly    at    home    in    the 
saddle ! 

"Who  is   he   riding  with? — that   curious- 
looking  man  with  wild  red  hair  ?  "  she  asked. 
"  Oh,  that  is  the  man  who  is  the  fashion 
just  now  (though  by  the  way  I  did  not  see  him 


•'MADEMOISELLE  PERKET."  115 

the  Other  night  at  the  Zavadoskoi's),  Prince 
Kadymski.  He  is  a  Bohemian,  I  think,  a  real 
Bohemian." 

"  Ah,  yes,  Mr.  Ogilvie  sent  Madame  Talk  a 
card  of  admittance  to  see  his  pictures  and 
beautiful  things." 

"  Indeed !  I  had  no  idea  of  this  ;  I  am 
afraid  our  intimacy  with  our  worthy  friends 
upstairs  will  give  Ogilvie  rather  a  false  idea 
of  our  social  standing.  Journalism  for  a 
woman  is  a  very  shady  sort  of  thing — deucedly 
shady." 

"But  you  have  been  a  journalist  yourself! 
and  Madame  Talk  writes  so  delightfully.  I 
should  be  very  proud  if  I  could  earn  money 
as  she  does." 

"  My  dear  child — women,  especially  young 
girls,  should  not  think  about  money,  they 
should  be  above  it ;  and  as  to  Madame  Talk's 
writing,  great  powers  !  she  has  not  the  faintest 
idea  of  style  ;  I  wish  you  were  a  little  more 
cultivated.  May." 

"  So  do  I,"  she  returned  in  all  sincerity. 

They  were  now   close  to  the   Zavadoskoi' 
abode,    and    Mr.    Eiddell    suddenly    asked: 

8* 
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"  Have  you  any  visiting  cards  with  you,  my 
dear  ?  " 

"  Visiting  cards  ?  Why,  I  do  not  possess 
such  a  thing." 

"  True,  true  !  nor  do  you  need  any  ;  I  will 
write  your  name  upon  mine,  for  of  course  the 
Countess  will  be  out." 

He  was  a  true  prophet,  and  having  left 
their  names  they  turned  their  steps  home- 
ward. Not  far  from  the  house  they  en- 
countered Madame  Zavadoskoi  returning 
from  the  Bois  escorted  by  Carr  and  followed 
by  a  groom. 

She  recognised  both  father  and  daughter 
graciously,  and  Carr  lifted  his  hat. 

"  As  usual !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Eiddell  with  a 
knowing  air,  "  Carr  seems  to  have  become  an 
institution  in  the  Zavadoskoi  establishment. 
How  a  woman  of  refinement  can  put  up  with 
an  unlicked  cub  of  that  description,  fresh 
from  the  wilds  of  such  an  uninterestinof 
plebeian  place  as  Australia,  I  cannot  imagine, 
but  women  are  incomprehensible ;  that  Carr 
is  a  regular  bushranger,  and  disgustingly 
proud  of  his  filthy  lucre." 
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"  Perhaps,  like  Mr.  Ogilvie,  he  will  turn 
out  better  than  you  expected,"  returned  May. 
"He  seemed  very  nice  and  unaffected  when  I 
met  him  at  Mr.  Conroy's." 

"  Do  you  know,  May,  I  sometimes  wonder 
you  have  not  acquired  a  little  more  social 
tact,  considering  the  advantages  I  have  given 
you  ;  but  you  do  seem  able  to  distinguish 
between  well-bred  people  and  cads  !  " 

"  Well,  papa,  I  fancy  I  am ! " 

"  Ah,  my  dear  little  girl !  years  will  teach 
you  less  self-confidence.      I  suppose  I  may 

leave  vou  at  the  corner  of  the  Eue  C .     I 

want  to  go  to  the  club  ;  you  can  get  home 
safely,  my  love." 

"  Oh,  yes !  of  course.  If  I  could  not  go 
about  alone  I  should  never  go  out !  " 

"  True !  "  said  Mr.  Eiddell  contentedly. 
"  That  is  one  of  an  Englishwoman's  many 
privileges.  Good-bye,  my  dear.  Have  your 
dinner  quite  independently.  I  shall  not  be 
at  home  till  7.30." 

May  quickened  her  steps  and  walked 
briskly  towards  home.  She  felt  ashamed  of 
the  sense  of  relief  which  so  often  lightened 
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her  spirits  when  her  amiable  father  left  her ; 
but  she  did  not  allow  herself  to  dwell  on  this 
undutiful  frame  of  mind  ;  there  was  no  use 
in  arguing  about  it — to  reason  with  herself 
was  only  to  deepen  the  impression.  A  few 
minutes  brought  her  to  her  own  door,  where 
stood  a  fiacre^  and  beside  it  stood  a  lady  in 
mourning — a  slight  thin  woman  below  middle 
height,  with  eager  black  eyes  and  iron-grey 
hair,  carefully  arranged  in  three  stiff,  upright 
curls  on  either  side  of  a  somewhat  parchment- 
coloured  face ;  she  was  evidently  contending 
with  the  driver,  and  on  the  pavement  at  her 
feet  was  a  small,  much-worn  portmanteau. 
At  sight  of  her  May  hastened  her  speed 
almost  to  a  run. 

"  Ah,  Mademoiselle  Ferret !  "  she  exclaimed 
in  French.  "Welcome  home  again!  Why 
did  you  not  let  me  know  you  were  coming, 
and  we  should  have  had  your  fire  lighted, 
and  things  ready  for  you  ?  " 

"  What,  my  little  angel !  "  cried  the  newly- 
arrived  lady.  "I  have  been  too  miserable, 
too  upset,  to  think  of  anything.  Figure  to 
yourself  the  desolation  of  my  j)oor  cousin's 
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house  !  She  only  survived  my  coming  three 
days,  and  since  I  have  had  a  world  of  trouble 
and  business  to  manage — but,  a  whole  world ! 
There  !  "  to  the  driver.  "It  is  too  much !  I 
know  well  it  is  too  much,  but  it  is  beyond  my 
powers  to  contend !  There — five  sous  more," 
and  she  picked  up  her  little  portmanteau. 

"  You  must  come  to  me  until  the  concierge 
makes  them  ready  for  you !  "  said  May  warmly, 
really  glad  to  be  able  to  offer  hospitality  for 
once  in  her  life  to  her  musical  friend,  and 
remembering  that  there  were  nearly  three 
hours  all  her  own  before  Eiddell  could  return. 
"  Let  me  carry  that  for  you  ;  you  have  had  a 
long  journey." 

"  Yes.  Oh,  yes  !  Long  and  cold.  I  had 
more  than  two  hours  in  the  diligence  this 
morning  early,  and  then  the  train  from  Dijon, 
and  the  sad  thoughts !  The  feeling  that  the 
last  of  my  family  had  gone  from  me — that 
this  brief  reunion,  after  years  of  estrangement, 
had  ended  in  eternal  parting  !  "  (The  cousins 
had  quarrelled  like  cat  and  dog.)  "It  is  a 
rude  trial,  my  little  May  I "  and  she  pressed  a 
dingy  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
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"  You  must  be  exhausted,  dear  Made- 
moiselle ;  come  and  sit  by  the  fire,"  and  she 
ran  quickly  upstairs,  while  Mademoiselle 
Ferret  gave  her  luggage  and  some  directions 
to  the  concierge. 

"  Leontine,"  exclaimed  May  eagerly,  as 
soon  as  the  door  was  open,  "  can  you  let  me 
have  dinner  sooner  ?  Is  the  soup  ready  ? 
Poor  Mademoiselle  Ferret  has  just  arrived, 
and  is  cold  and  hungry.  I  want  to  give  her 
some  dinner  before  Monsieur  returns." 

"  But,  yes.  Mademoiselle,  there  is  some 
bouillon — and  a  cotelette  ;  and  I  will  do  some 
maccaroni  or " 

"  That  will  do  nicely,  Leontine,"  interrupted 
May. 

"  I  was  preparing  the  maccaroni  for  Made- 
moiselle," continued  the  bonne,  "  thinking 
that  with  the  bouillon 

"  Yes,  yes ;  it  would  have  been  quite 
enough !  Now,  Mademoiselle  Ferret,  come 
and  take  off  your  bonnet  and  have  something 
to  eat  with  me.  Then  when  your  room  is 
ready  you  can  go  comfortably  to  bed." 

"  You     are    good  —  too    thoughtful,    my 
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child !  "  coming  into  the  comfortable  little 
salle-a-manger.  "  But,"  looking  round, 
"  where  is  Monsieur,  your  father  ?  " 

"  He  dines  out  to-day ;  so  you  will  keep  me 
company." 

A  look  of  satisfaction  came  to  the  little 
music-mistress's  face.  She  gladly  went  to 
May's  room  to  remove  her  bonnet  and 
arrange  her  curls,  and  when  their  very  simple 
repast  was  over  she  proceeded  to  pour  out  a 
voluble  history  of  all  which  had  occurred 
during  the  past  three  or  four  weeks. 

The  wretchedness  of  her  cousin's  house ; 
the  base  wickedness  of  her  only  servant ;  the 
deep  designs  of  her  "  directeur,"  who  wanted 
a  legacy  for  his  church  (Mademoiselle  was 
slightly  Volt  air  ean) ;  how  everyone  tried  to 
keep  her  away  from  the  dying  woman,  who 
was  a  childless  widow  ;  and  the  many  heart- 
breaks which  the  narrator  endured — all  was 
detailed. 

"  My  poor  cousin  seems  to  have  amassed 
much  property,"  she  continued,  "  and  had 
bequeathed  most  of  it  to  some  distant 
relations,  who  were  already  rich  and  did  not 
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come  near  her,  for  she  had  the  air  of  being 
poor — the  rest  went  to  her  confessor.  But 
she  wanted  me^  dear  child,  at  the  last !  We 
had  been  companions  in  our  early  years ! — 
Ah!  les  heaux  jours ! — and  the  day  before  she 
died  I  was  alone  with  her  by  accident,  She 
caught  my  hand — she  made  me  unlock  her 
bureau  and  bring  her  an  old  satin  bag — she  put 
it  in  my  hand  and  whispered,  '  Take  it !  There 
is  money  in  it — no  one  knows  but  myself ;  it 
is  for  you  ;  I  can  do  no  more  ;  put  the  keys 
under  my  pillow  again.'  Ah,  my  child! 
behold  the  effect  of  greed,  of  avarice.  She 
had  but  amassed  for  others,  and  famished  her 
own  life  !  And  she  was  a  Christian  —  a 
believer !  Well,  I  kept  the  bag,  and  closed 
her  eyes.  Then  when  the  priest  and  the 
relatives  found  there  was  nothing  left  to  me, 
they  were  civil  enough  and  gave  me  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  arranoinsf  things  and  makinsf 

GOO  O 

lists  ;  finally  they  gave  me  five  cups  and  four 
saucers  of  indifferent  porcelain,  some  lingerie 
which  requires  mending,  and  the  stick  with 
which  the  poor  deceased  used  to  support  her 
faltering  steps — so,  with  many  polite  expres- 
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sions,  they  sent  me  away.  But,  May !  my 
little  angel,  in  the  old  faded  satin  bag  I  found 
in  notes  and  gold  two  thousand  francs !  there  ! 
This  shall  be  the  beginning  of  better  times.  I 
shall  move  into  a  better  apartment,  where  my 
pupils  will  not  have  to  climb  up  to  the  moon 
to  me  ;  and  I  shall  buy  a  second-hand  piano 
— a  good  one,  and  print  some  circulars !  My 
talent  has  been  hidden  —  wasted  hitherto! 
Eh,  my  dear  little  one  ?  " 

"  I  am  glad ! "  cried  May,  who  was  head 
and  shoulders  over  her ;  "  but  I  shall  miss 
you  dreadfully  when  you  leave  this  house, 
dear  Mademoiselle." 

"  Ah,  my  angel,  I  shall  not  go  far ;  this  is 
a  good  quarter.  But  I  must  recall  my 
pupils.  I  fear  I  shall  have  lost  some ! 
However,  I  have  good  hope." 

"  Those  two  American  girls  who  were  here 
in  the  autumn  were  enquiring  for  you  a  few 
days  ago.  I  was  coming  in  and  saw  them 
speaking  to  the  concierge.  I  think  they  left 
their  address." 

"  Ah  !  that  is  good !  I  tell  you,  my  little 
one,  my  luck  has  turned !     And,  look  you, 
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I  have  ten  good  years'  work  before  me  !  I 
may  make  money  yet,  but  I  must  not  grow 
miserly.  Tell  me,  my  dear,  will  you  not 
come  and  help  me,  and  learn  too  !  Ah !  and 
I  never  thought  of  my  key.  You  have  had 
no  piano  ?  " 

May  explained  that  she  had  played  a  good 
deal  with  Miss  Conroy,  and  described  their 
joint  performance  at  the  Countess  Zava- 
doskoi's  soiree. 

Mademoiselle  listened  eagerly. 

"  Conroy  !  "  she  repeated.  "  Those  rich 
English  ?  Ah !  my  little  one,  you  must 
introduce  me  to  these  compatriots  of  yours. 
These  are  the  people  who  pay ;  they  will 
introduce  me  to  others,  and  gradually  I  see 
my  clientele  spread — my  circle  widen — and 
my  fortunes,  little  angel,  will  be  all  the 
sweeter  because  you  have  helped  me." 

The  oddly-assorted  pair  of  friends  talked 
long  and  confidentially  ;  but  of  the  two  the 
elder  woman  was  by  far  the  most  sanguine 
and  imaginative. 

To  May  it  seemed  scarce  worth  the  trouble 
of  working  or  living,  if  life  was  to  be  solitary 
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— unlinked  with  others,  unprofitable  save  to 
herself.  At  last  Mademoiselle  was  roused 
from  her  castle-building  by  May,  who  rose 
to  light  the  lamp.  With  a  quick  glance  at 
the  clock,  with  an  appeal  to  the  powers 
above  to  witness  her  heedlessness  of  time, 
she  borrowed  a  box  of  matches  and  departed 
to  her  own  quarters. 

Mr.  Eiddell's  evening  appeared  to  have 
been  very  much  to  his  taste,  at  least  so  it 
seemed  to  May,  as  he  found  no  fault  with  his 
breakfast  nor  with  herself  the  following 
morning.  The  only  person  he  objected  to 
was  "  that  Australian  fellow,  Carr,"  who  was, 
he  might  say,  a  thorough  barbarian,  and 
what  was  worse  pretended  to  have  a  taste 
for  art ;  really  Mr.  Eiddell  had  no  patience 
with  such  nonsense.  "  I  sat  next  rather  an 
intelligent  man,"  he  continued,  "  a  man  I 
have  sometimes  met  at  the  Press  Club ;  he 
seems  to  collect  articles  and  paragraphs  for 
the  higher  class  provincial  papers.  I  think 
he  would  like  some  contributions  from  my 
pen  on  art  and  social  matters." 

"And  will  you  write  for  him,  papa?     It 
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would  interest  you,  and  I  am  sure  you  have 
time  enough." 

*'  Ah !  May,  my  child,  it  is  cruel  work  for 
a  nature  as  sensitive  as  mine  to  produce 
commonplace  papers  suitable  for  common- 
place readers — it  has  always  been  my  bane, 
this  craving  for  high-toned  work  and  appre- 
ciation.    Mediocrity  kills  me." 

"But  don't  you  think  you  might  raise  your 
readers  ?  Our  greatest  writers  did  not 
disdain  the  general  reader." 

"  Great !  ah,  what  constitutes  '  great '  ? 
The  laro'est  number  of  readers  ?  The  hioiiest 
pay  !  Bah,  your  father,  my  dear,  will  never 
be  great  on  these  terms."     ; 

"  Still,  you  often  want  more  money,  and  it 
would  be  very  nice  to  earn  it." 

"Prudent  puss!  Well,  1  did  not  alto- 
gether refuse,  and  I  may  do  something,  if 
the  spirit  moves  me.  I  must  say  Ogilvie 
is  an  excellent  host,  and  very  well  bred. 
I  don't  know  exactly  what  branch  of 
the  Ogilvies  he  belongs  to,  but  he  has 
the  air  of  a  well-born  man,  I  fancy  they 
are     a    border   family   like   my  own.      Ah! 
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did     you    spend    the    evening    upstairs,   my 
love  ?  " 

"  No,  Madame  Talk  was  out,   and  I  had  * 
plenty  of  needlework  to  do.     The  time  went 
quickly." 

"  Ah,  quite  right !  Indeed,  May,  though 
you  are  somewhat  deficient  in  artistic  per- 
ception and  tact,  you  are  a  good,  industrious 
girl,  and  mean  well  at  all  times.  I  have 
been  thinking  that  I  will  manage  to  give 
you  a  new  hat,  if  it  does  not  cost  too 
much." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,  papa ;  a  really 
nice  hat  such  as  I  should  like  to  wear  would 
cost  a  great  deal,  but  if  I  bought  the  shape 
and  things,  I  think  I  could  make  a  nice  one 
for  thirteen  or  fourteen  francs." 

"  Ah,  you  think  that  cheap,  hey  ?  "  said 
Eiddell,  rising  from  the  breakfast  table. 
"  Don't  you  ?  "  asked  May,  laughing. 
"  Ah !  dear,  delightful,  thoughtless  youth !  " 
exclaimed  her  father  with  melancholy  indul- 
gence as  he  drew  out  his  portemonnaie, 
"  Let  me  see,  what's  here,  five,  four,  two, 
there,  there  are  eleven  francs  fifty,  that's  all 
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the  change  I  have.     Can  you  manage  with 
that,  my  svTeet  financier  ?  " 

May  laughed  again,  though  a  disappointed 
look  stole  into  her  eyes. 

"  I  suppose  I  must  make  it  do." 

"  My  love,  with  your  excellent  taste,  I  am 
sure  you  will.  I  shall  not  lunch  at  home, 
dear,  I  have  promised  to  pay  a  visit  at  Ville 
d'Avray,  but  shall  be  back  at  dinner-time. 
Good-bye,  take  of  yourself."  And  as  usual 
May  was  left  to  her  own  devices.  The  day 
passed  quickly,  however,  for  besides  the 
delightful  task  of  expending  the  splendid  sum 
of  eleven  francs  fift}^,  she  accompanied 
Mademoiselle  Ferret  in  a  wild  hunt  for 
apartments  on  the  rez  de  Chaussee.  Previous 
to  her  departure  she  had  given  notice  to  quit 
in  a  fit  of  ill-tem|)er  with  the  concierge^  the 
house,  the  proprietaire,  every  one,  but  as 
this  was  not  an  unusual  occurrence,  no 
steps  had  been  taken  to  re-let  her  rooms, 
she,  however,  for  once  stuck  to  her  inten- 
tions, and  now  rather  less  than  a  month 
of  her  quarter  remained  to  run.  She  was 
in   a  fever  to  change   and    begin  afresh  her 
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career  of  teaching,   under   more   favourable 
auspices. 

She  dragged  May  hither  and  thither  at  a 
tremendous  pace,  and  finally  found  what  she 
considered  quite  suitable  in  the  Eue  0 — ■ — . 

"  Quite  a  large,  handsome  room,"  she 
exclaimed,  "  and  lofty." 

"  Yes,  but  the  bedroom  is  dreadfully  small, 
and  the  kitchen  a  mere  hole,"  urged  May. 

"  No  matter,  dear  child,  this  fine  salon  will 
be  free  in  the  evening,  so  when  night  comes 
and  I  am  all  locked  up,  I  can  open  the  door 
into  my  sleeping-room,  and  it  will  be  very 
healthful.  You  will  come  very  often,  will 
you  not  ?  I  have  an  idea — and  will  impart 
it  to  you  later — ah,  I  shall  make  money  yet — 
you  will  see." 

"My  greatest  objection  is  a  selfish  one," 
said  May.  "  You  will  be  quite  twenty 
minutes'  walk  from  the  rue  de  Yielle  Cour." 

"True,  cherie,  true,  but  it  cannot  be 
helped,  and  the  walk  will  do  you  good.  You 
stay  too  much  in-doors,  dear  child." 

"  I  know  I  do,  but  I  cannot  say  I  like 
going  out  alone." 

VOL.   I.  9 
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"No — no,  certainly  not,"  and  scribbling 
down  the  landlord's  address,  Mademoiselle 
Ferret  bid  the  concierge  good  morning  and 
started  off  at  her  usual  speed. 

May  spent  a  pleasant  evening  with  Madame 
Falk,  who  was  tolerably  free  from  work,  and 
gladly  lent  her  aid  in  composing  a  very 
successful  hat  of  black  velvet,  large  and 
shad}',  and  adorned  with  lace  and  a  big  bow 
of  black  ribbon  in  lieu  of  the  feathers,  which 
were  beyond  May's  means. 

The  next  day  early  brought  a  little  twisted 
note  from  Frances  Conroy,  such  as  May 
frequently  received.  "  Do  come  and  break- 
fast with  us,  I  have  not  seen  you  for  three 
whole  days.  It  is  my  mother's  day,  so  you 
and  I  will  take  a  drive  in  the  Bois — perhaps 
a  walk — and  come  in  for  some  of  the  later 
visitors." 

"  It  is  fortunate  I  trimmed  my  hat  last 
night,"  thought  May,  when  she  had  des- 
patched an  affirmative  reply.  "I  ought  to 
look  smart  in  the  Conroy's  elegant  victoria. 
Frances  is  really  fond  of  me,  I  think,  at  all 
events  she  is  always  kind." 
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Mr.  Eiddell  was  always  willing  that  his 
daughter  should  go  to  the  Conroys.  In  truth 
he  did  not  miss  her  much  when  he  dined  at 
home  ;  some  of  the  more  satirical  reviews, 
French  or  English,  or  the  book  which  at 
the  moment  was  attracting  attention,  and 
a  well-filled  cigar  case,  supplied  all  he 
wanted. 

"  What  a  pretty  hat  you  have  ! "  said  Miss 
Conroy,  as  the  two  girls  were  dressing  for 
their  drive.  "I  do  not  often  notice  such 
things,  but  it  suits  you." 

"  Very  pleased  you  like  it,"  and  May  pro- 
ceeded to  give  its  history. 

"  Quite  wonderful ! "  ejaculated  Miss 
Conroy,  who  remained  silent  till  they  had 
driven  awa}^  "  Do  you  know.  May,"  she 
resumed,  "  I  think  it  is  a  great  pity  you  do 
not  cultivate  your  taste  for  millinery.  You 
might  make  a  fortune  with  it.  When  one  has 
no  particular  taste  for  art,  or  music,  or 
literature,  you  should  do  the  best  you  can 
with  what  taste  you  have  ! " 

"  Thank  you,"  said  May,  smiling  good- 
humouredly.     "  But  though  I  have  taste,  I 
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fear  I  lack  capital  to  set  up  a  '  Magasin  des 
Modes.' " 

"  That  might  be  found,"  said  Miss  Conroy 
gravely  ;  then,  after  a  pause,  she  resumed  to 
beg  Ma}^  to  share  the  lessons  in  Eussian  she 
was  about  to  take. 

May  declined  this  offer,  saying  she  did  not 
see  the  advantage  to  be  gained  by  the  study 
of  a  lancfuacfe  so  little  used. 

"  But  May,  so  few  people  know  Eussian !  " 

"  Exactly ;  that  is  the  reason  I  do  not 
want  to  spend  any  time  on  it." 

This  subject  lasted  the  greater  part  of  the 
drive. 

Mrs.  Conroy's  salon  was  half  full  of  guests 
on  their  return,  amongst  them  both  Ogilvie 
and  Carr,  also  a  very  long-haired  Eussian 
professor,  with  whom  Frances  entered  into 
eager  conversation. 

"  You  have  just  missed  Madame  Falk," 
said  Mrs.  Conroy  to  May.  "  She  came  early 
and  had  a  long  talk  with  Mr.  Conroy,  who  is 
going  away  to  England  to-morrow.  I  do  not 
think  we  should  have  kept  him  so  long  with 
us,  if  Sir  James  Harley  had  not  insisted  on  his 
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resisting  the  temptations  of  hunting  for  some 
months.  He  is  quite  well  now,  and  eager  to 
make  the  most  of  what  is  left  of  the  season." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  returned  May.     "  I  always 
like  to  see  Mr.  Conroy." 

Here  Madame  Zavadoskoi  was  announced, 
May  ceded  her  place  beside  the  hostess,  and 
found  that  Ogilvie  had  risen  and  placed  a 
chair  for  her.  She  was  pleased  to  have  a 
chance  of  speaking  to  him ;  though  his  talk 
was  nothing  remarkable,  and  his  manner  that 
of  a  friendly  elder,  there  was  something 
soothing  in  the  complete,  sincere  attention  he 
paid  to  all  she  said  ;  she  felt  she  could  talk 
to  him  better  than  to  anyone  else — except, 
perhaps,  Madame  Falk.  His  first  question 
was  respecting  Miss  Conroy's  intention  to 
study  Eussian,  and  if  May  intended  to  join  in 
her  friend's  lessons,  and  from  this  they  soon 
ghded  into  a  discussion  of  study  in  general. 

"  I  have  intended  calling  on  Mr.  Eiddell," 
said  Ogilvie,  when  a  pause  occurred,  "  but 
have  been  rather  more  engaged  than  usual 
lately.  He  was  good  enough  to  say  I  might 
come  and  look  at  a  little  old  picture  of  his, 
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which  he  is  inclined  to  believe  is  a  genuine 
Teniers.  At  what  hour  am  I  most  likely  to 
find  him  at  home  ?  " 

"  I  can  hardly  say.  He  is  generally  out  all 
the  afternoon,  unless  it  is  very  bad  weather." 

"  And  unfortunately  I  am  chained  to  the 
oar,  or  rather  the  pen,  all  the  morning. 
"Well,  I  must  take  my  chance.  Should  you 
be  at  home,  may  I  come  in  ?  You  could  be 
show-woman,  of  course." 

"  Yes,  pray  do,"  said  May,  raising  her  eyes 
to  his  with  quiet  pleasure.  "  I  shall  be  very 
pleased  to  show  you  the  picture.  It  is,  in  my 
opinion,  exceedingly  ugly  ;  but  then  I  know 
nothing — only  what  pleases  myself." 

"  Then  we  shall  compare  notes,"  said 
Ogilvie,  looking  steadily  into  the  pensive, 
upraised  face.  "  I  do  not  know  that  I  am 
much  more  of  a  judge  than  yourself,  only  I 
have  seen  a  good  deal  more  of  painting,  and 
of  everything  else  than  you  have,"  and  he 
smiled  slightly.  "  I  feel  I  am  growing  quite 
an  old  fellow  when  I  look  at  you.  It  is  a 
heavenly  sensation  to  feel  young.** 

"  I  am  not  sure,"  said  May,  thoughtfully. 
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"  I  seem  only  to  feel  the  inconveniences  of 
jouth,  the  difficulties  of  ignorance  and  inex- 
perience, which  are  not  pleasant." 

"  You  are  a  wonderful  young  lady  to 
admit  doubt  or  ignorance,  and " 

But  his  further  speech  was  arrested  by  a 
sudden  demand  on  his  attention. 

"  Pray  come  here,  Mr.  Ogilvie,"  cried 
Madame  Zavadoskoi,  and  he  obeyed.  Soon 
after  May,  whispering  a  few  words  of  adieu 
to  Frances,  escaped,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
fuss  Mrs.  Conroy  always  made  about  her 
walking  home  alone. 

Soon  after,  Madame  Zavadoskoi  took  leave, 
saying,  with  her  graceful  imperiousness  to 
Ogilvie,  "  I  have  sent  away  the  carriage,  will 
you  escort  me  home  ?  " 

"  With  infinite  pleasure,  Madame." 

"  Adieu,  dear  Mrs.  Conroy  ;  pray  let  me 
see  you  and  your  daughter  on  Thursday — 
adieu.  Mademoiselle.  In  a  month,  at  most,  I 
hope  to  converse  with  you  in  my  native 
tongue,"  and  she  swept  away. 

"  How  bright  and  pleasant  it  is,"  she  ex- 
claimed as  they  gained  the  street,     "  '  March 
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is  going  out  like  a  lamb/  that  is  one  of  your 
English  sayings,  is  it  not,  ray  dear  Ogilvie  ? 
You  know  that,  in  spite  of  the  international 
hatred  and  jealousy  between  our  races,  I  am 
very  fond  of  everything  English.  This, 
perhaps,  is  due  to  the  best  teacher  I  ever  had 
— yourself !  Why  do  you  never  come  to  see 
me  now,  Ogilvie  ?  "  j 

"  From  prudential  motives,  dear  Countess. 
I  fear  there  is  no  room  for  outsiders,  now 
that  your  interest  is  absorbed  in  our  new 
Australian  friend." 

The  Countess  laughed  merrily. 

"  Poor  fellow  !  He  would  not  stand  long 
in  the  way  if  you  cared  to  come.  It  is  a  little 
late  to  affect  jealous  airs,  my  dear  Ogilvie." 

"  In  truth,  I  have  been  greatly  occupied, 
and  seriously,  did  not  like  to  intrude,  not 
caring  to  be  in  the  way." 

"  Ah,  well,  I  do  not  deny  that  Carr  amuses 
me,  but  he  would  be  the  most  intolerable 
lover.  He  is  so  desperately  in  earnest ;  he 
would  have  the  woman  he  loved  ruin  herself 
for  him,  give  up  everything  and  everyone  for 
him  ;    never   reflecting  that    the   day   might 


"MADEMOISELLE  PEKRET."  137 

come,  and  probably  would  come,  when  she 
would  be  a  millstone  round  his  neck,  doubly 
weighted  with  chains  enough  to  sink  Yenus 
herself  down  through  her  natal  foam  into  the 
blue  depths  below  !  Why  is  it  that  you,  men 
of  the  world,  safe  and  satisfactory  as  you  are, 
never  have  the  charm  of  these  half-tamed 
young  barbarians  whom  one  must  hold  at 
arms'  length  ?  " 

"  The  reason  is  not  far  to  seek.  There  is 
always  a  certain  fascination  in  danger." 

"  Perhaps  so.  Do  you  know,  my  dear 
Ogilvie,  I  am  growing  quite  a  saint.  I  am 
looking  forward  with  such  joy  to  the  coming 
of  my  dear  boy  Serge,  that  I  don't  seem  to 
want  any  of  the  old  excitements.  Do  you 
remember  our  delightful  days,  when  we  took 
that  charming  expedition  to  the  Crimea  ? 
Serge  was  such  a  delicious  imp  of  mischief 
then,  and  he  is  so  like  me  !  he  is  not  a  bit  like 
the  Count." 

"  Tant  mieiix,  for  him,"  said  Ogilvie. 

"  Tell  me,  what  are  you  doing  now  ?  I 
don't  hear  much  about  you.  You  never 
cared  to  make  a  noise." 
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"  No  ;  I  have  been  a  very  respectable, 
industrious  member  of  society',"  said  Ogilvie. 

"  Ah,  and  ready  to  break  every  one  of  its 
laws,  if  the  breakage  suited  you." 

"  My  dear  Countess,  I  admit  no  such 
thing." 

"  Who  is  that  friend  of  the  Conroys,  Miss 
Eiddell  ? — I  rather  like  her  looks." 

"  I  reall}^  can  tell  you  nothing  of  the 
Eiddeils,  father  or  daughter." 

"  She  has  an  interesting  face  ;  but  I  am  not 
going  to  ask  her  much  to  my  house,  the  men 
would  all  make  love  to  her.  Foreigners  care 
a  great  deal  more  for  charm  than  flesh-and- 
blood  beauty,  but  not  one  among  them  w^ould 
marry  her.  If  her  father  would  only  find 
her  a  husband,  she  might  make  a  remarkable 
career." 

"  Very  likely ;  she  has  at  least  the  charm 
of  unconsciousness,"  said  Ogilvie. 

"  She  has  a  good  many  more,"  returned 
the  Countess  sharply,  "  besides  infinite  possi- 
bilities." 

"  You  think  so  ?  "  cautiously. 

"  1  do  ;  and  I  suspect  so  do  you,  Ogilvie.     I 
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know  you  are  delicately  epicurean  in  your 
taste  sometimes." 

"  You  are  a  sphynx  in  sable,"  said  Ogilvie, 
laughing.  "  Pray  do  you  believe  in  the 
honesty  and  virtue  of  any  man  or  woman  ?  " 

'•  Yes,  I  do ;  certainly  I  have  met  one  or 
two  really  good  women,  who  generally  found 
their  goodness  their  sole  reward,  but  I  am  not 
so  sure  about  the  men.  Just  look  at  Madame 
Talk.  I  was  a  little  girl  when  her  tragedy 
happened,  but  I  have  heard  it  all  from  Miss 
Barton,  out  of  whom  I  could  get  anything. 
Madame  Falk's  husband  absolutely  went  off 
his  head  with  causeless  jealousy,  kidnapped 
their  only  child,  and  set  sail  for  the  States ; 
she  was  ill  at  the  time,  and  when  she  came  to 
her  full  reason  found  herself  a  childless 
widow ;  for  the  ship  foundered  at  sea,  and 
only  one  boatload  of  passengers  was  saved, 
the  other  sank  ;  she  has  lived  on  only  to 
work ;  she  said  she  was  too  strong  to  die — 
too  proud  to  live  on  others !  What  a  world 
it  would  be,  Ogilvie,  if  the  majority  of 
women  were  like  this  one.  It  would  be  a 
paradise  of  morality  ;  but  hideously  dull,  and 
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I'm  sure  I  don't  know  liow  the  men  would 
get  on ! " 

"  It  would  be  an  infinitely  more  charming 
world  were  it  peopled  with  Countesses  Zava- 
doskoi." 

"  My  dear  Ogilvie,  it  would  go  to  pieces ! 
Such,  I  regret  to  say,  is  my  conviction !  Now 
do  come  in  and  have  a  cup  of  really  good 
Russian  tea.  I  never  touch  any  out  of  my 
own  house." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A    MORNING     C  ALL. 

One  of  the  very  few  acquaintances  to  whom 
Mr.  Conroy  ever  paid  a  morning  visit  was  his 
relative,  Madame  Falk.  They  were  as  unHke 
by  nature  and  training  as  two  people  could 
well  be.  Neither  had  a  single  taste  or  enjoy- 
ment in  common,  yet  they  heartily  liked  and 
respected  each  other  ;  moreover,  there  was  a 
time  when  they,  for  a  brief  period,  sympa- 
thised in  each  other's  feelings. 

In  his  early  days  Conroy,  or,  as  he  was 
then,  Herbert — a  warm-hearted  and  some- 
what simple  country  gentleman — was  afflicted 
with  a  high  position  among  the  landed  gentry 
of  his  county,  and  a  terrible  lack  of  filthy 
lucre  to  keep  it  up.  In  this  unpleasant 
position  he  fell  honestly,  desperately  in  love 
with  a  wealthy  heiress,  who  was  surrounded 
by  eager  suitors.  His  natural  shyness,  his 
consciousness      of     his      terribly    involved 
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position,  held  him  back ;  and  in  his  restless 
unhappiness  he  wandered  abroad.  Pausing 
at  Paris,  he  renewed  his  acquaintance  with 
his  cousin,  to  whom,  in  her  character  of 
a  humble  relative,  he  had  been  carelessly 
kind,  in  the  days  when  she  paid  periodical 
visits  to  his  mother.  Madame  Falk,  then 
young  and  fairly  happy  with  her  German- 
artist  husband,  received  him  with  frank 
hospitalit}^,  that  drew  him  to  her,  and  he  soon 
found  relief  in  opening  his  heart  and  taking 
counsel  with  her.  This  led  to  frequent  inter- 
course, which  displeased  the  Teutonic 
husband.  His  weak  point  was  jealousy.  He 
was  a  silent  man,  given  to  brooding  over  any 
real  or  fancied  wrong.  His  wife,  who  was 
candid  and  outspoken  to  a  fault,  and  more- 
over in  those  early  days  much  less  observant 
than  she  became  afterwards,  did  not  reaHse 
the  mischief  that  was  brewing,  and  was  far 
too  honest  and  single  -  minded  to  suspect 
suspicion. 

Her  urgent  advice  to  Herbert  was  to  risk 
all  on  a  throw,  to  avow  his  love  to  the  young 
heiress,  and  take  his   chance.     "  You  are  not 
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SO  poor  as  you  fancy,"  slie  said.  "  If  the 
father  clears  your  estate  it  will  be  purchasing 
both  position  and  a  good  income  for  his 
daughter  very  cheaply.  As  to  the  young 
lady,  she  may  be  very  fond  of  you  for  all  you 
know.  Go  !  go  as  fast  as  you  can,  don't  stop 
to  think.  Ask  her  to  marry  you.  How  can 
you  know  whether  she  likes  you  or  not  till 
you  do  ?  " 

And  Herbert  followed  her  advice.  Madame 
Falk  was  feeling  unwell  at  the  time  she 
despatched  her  cousin  to  try  his  luck,  and 
oppressed  with  a  dim  sense  of  coming  evil — 
often  the  accompaniment  of  gathering  illness  ; 
moreover,  she  had  become  alive  to  her 
husband's  silent  moodiness.  His  fits  of 
furious  impatience — which  were  quite  un- 
usual— greatly  distressed  her.  More  than 
once  she  begged  him  to  say  what  it  was  that 
distressed  him.  At  last  the  storm  broke,  and 
the  furious  man  burst  forth  with  reproaches 
and  invectives  which  stupefied  and  appalled 
her.  As  to  explanation  or  self-defence,  he 
would  hsten  to  nothing,  and  rushed  away  in  a 
state  of  semi-madness.      This  scene  brought 
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the  disease  whicli  had  attacked  her  to  a 
cHmax,  and  before  morning  she  was  in  a  high 
fever. 

Her  cousin,  Miss  Barton,  was  then  in  Paris 
with  a  Eussian  family,  whom  she  left,  to  nurse 
the  unhappy  young  wife.  Youth  and  a  fine 
constitution  were  cruel  enough  to  bring  her 
back  to  life,  to  be,  to  do,  and  to  suffer. 

Under  the  pretext  of  preserving  his  five- 
year-old  son  from  infection,  Falk  had  re- 
moved the  child  and  did  not  return,  but  he 
left  a  letter  which  again  reduced  his  wife  to 
the  brink  of  the  grave.  In  it  he  told  her 
that  the  thought  of  what  she  had  been  to 
him,  of  what  she  was^  dwelt  too  strongly  in 
his  mind  to  permit  him  to  expose  her  to 
public  scorn — that  he  would  leave  her  to  her 
conscience,  and  try  to  find  some  relief  in 
endeavouring  to  begin  again  in  the  New 
World.  But  as  she  was  unworthy  to  enjoy 
the  presence  of  their  son,  he  would  take  the 
child  with  him. 

It  was  some  days  before  the  unfortunate 
young  woman  was  able  to  read  this  terrible 
letter,  and  when  she  did  it  was  an  additional 
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agony  to  know  that  her  husband  and  child 
must  have  been  several  days  at  sea. 

Miss  Barton,  at  her  wits'  end,  wrote  to 
Herbert,  who  responded  loyally  to  the 
summons,  and  left  nothing  untried  to  trace 
the  fugitive  husband.  It  was  not  difficult  to 
track  him.  At  Havre  his  description  was 
recognised  at  the  office  of  one  of  the  American 
steamers  on  which  he  had  taken  his  passage 
with  his  boy.  Here  was  a  gleam  of  light,  soon 
to  be  extinguished.  A  couple  of  weeks  later 
came  the  news  that  the  vessel  had  been 
caught  in  a  fierce  gale  and  foundered.  Later 
came  the  names  of  the  few  saved  and 
accounts  of  how  one  boatload  had  escaped 
the  perils  of  the  deep,  but  had  witnessed  the 
total  loss  of  the  other.  And  Esther  Falk 
found  herself  by  one  blow  a  childless  widow. 

How  cruel  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  could 
not  die !  Slowly  she  returned  ■  to  life,  and 
with  life  came  the  necessity  to  work.  She 
could  not  be  a  dependent.  She  must  be  self- 
supporting,  so  she  came  slowly  back  from  the 
jaws  of  Hell !  What  words  could  paint  the 
agony  of  the  struggle — the  cowering  of  the 
VOL.   I.  10 
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stricken  heart  over  the  ashes  of  its  past 
happiness.  Her  sorrow  was  far  too  bitter, 
too  intense  to  be  indulged.  If  she  were  to 
live,  to  keep  out  of  a  mad-house — to  escape 
the  degradation  of  existing  on  charity — she 
must  trample  it  down — she  must  be  up  and 
doing.  Herbert  stuck  to  her  faithfully.  He 
brought  his  young  wife  to  see  and  sympathise 
with  her,  for  he  had  acted  on  Esther's 
counsel. 

It  was  long  before  he  knew  the  object  of 
Talk's  furious  jealousy — not  till  Miss  Barton 
revealed  that  it  was  himself. 

For  a  while  Madame  Falk  tried  to  live  in 
London ;  but  her  heart  drew  her  to  Paris — 
the  scene  of  her  happiest  days.  Her  own 
and  her  late  husband's  companions  were  kind 
and  helpful.  She  found  a  chance  for  con- 
tributing to  a  ladies'  paper,  others  followed, 
occupation  did  its  usual  healing  work,  and 
after  a  while  her  cousin,  who  had  returned  to 
her  favourite  pupil  in  Eussia,  came  to  join 
her,  so  the  little  home  in  the  Eue  de  Yielle 
Cour  was  instituted. 

The    past   was    growing   more   and   more 
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dream-like,  and  the  constant  pressure  of  busy- 
days  restored  the  tone  to  Esther's  mind,  so 
that  few  thought  or  knew  how  the  bright, 
active,  energetic  woman,  always  ready  to  help 
anyone  who  wanted  help,  always  full  of  the 
interests,  the  plans  of  others,  had  gone 
through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
and  emerged  a  different  creature  from  the 
woman  who  went  down  into  it. 

Meantime,  while  we  note  these  incidents  of 
a  most  unfortunate  life,  Mr.  Conroy  is  talking 
confidentially,  sometimes  walking  to  and  fro, 
sometimes  putting  a  picture  straight,  some- 
times sitting  down  in  a  large  velvet  arm-chair 
which  was  literally  the  'piece  de  resistance  of 
Madame  Falk's  salon. 

"  Yes,  Esther,  as  I  was  saying,  I  really  wish 
Frances  were  a  little  more  like  other  girls ! 
She  is  so  desperately  fond  of  learning  though, 
you  know,  she's  as  good  and  high-minded  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing  as  ever  she  can  be ;  but 
you  don't  know  the  crotchets  she  has  about  her 
school  at  home,  about  the  things  the  girls  are 
to  learn — quite  out-of-the-way  things!  And 
then  their  dress — you  never  saw  such  guys ! 

10^ 
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I'd  like  her  to  ride  with  me  to  hounds,  she  can 
do  it  if  she  hkes  ;  it's  rather  lonely  for  me  1  I 
wish  she  were  more  like  her  mother." 

"  Never  mind,"  returned  Madame  Falk. 
"  Be  satisfied  with  the  goods  you  have,  and  be 
thankful  she  has  no  whim  for  disreputable, 
fascinating  scamps.  Just  think  all  she  might 
inflict  upon  you  if  she  chose  to  marry  the 
wrong  man  !  she  is  of  age,  isn't  she  ?  " 

"  Eising  twenty-three,  by  gad  !  Oh,  I  am 
never  afraid  of  her  doing  anything  of  that 
kind,  and  I  am  glad  she  has  taken  such  a 
fancy  to  your  young  friend ;  she  is  a  nice 
lady-like,  quiet  girl ;  suppose  you  come 
over  for  a  month,  both  of  you,  to  the  Chase 
this  summer,  say  in  June  ?  It's  really  a  nice 
place — you'd  pick  up  wonderfully  there." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  but  I  do  not  see 
how  I  am  to  leave  my  work  ;  and  as  to  May 
Eiddell,  there  are  many  obstacles." 

"  Obstacles,  stuff.     What  obstacles  ?  " 

"  There's  her  father." 

"  Ah,  well,  I  don't  w^ant  him.  He  is  a  dilet- 
tante^ fidgetty  sort  of  a  feUow,  not  a  bit  my  sort, 
more  in  my  daughter's  line !     They  are  great 
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chums,  and  admire  each  other  mutually ! 
However,  let  him  come — we'll  exchange 
daughters  pro  tern.     Shall  we  ask  'em  both  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  can  do  what  you  like,  but  I 
don't  fancy  they  can  go." 

"  Why  not,  pray  ?  " 

"Well,  my  dear  squire,  some  purses  are 
more  shallow  than  others." 

"  Come  now,  Esther,  the  man  isn't  a  pauper  ! 
He  belongs  to  that  club  in  the  Boulevard 
des  Capucines  where  most  of  the  writing 
fellows  go! — he  dresses  and  dines  like  a 
gentleman;  why,  the  journey  costs  a  mere 
trifle  ! " 

"  True !  well,  it  is  his  afiair,  you  can  ask 
him ;  I  am  sure  I  should  be  delighted  if  May 
could  have  such  a  treat.  She  has  such  a  dull 
life  of  it,  but  the  cost  of  the  journey  is  not 
the  only  thing." 

"  Ha !  isn't  it  ?  Well,  anyhow,  we  will  ask 
them.  You  have  got  your  little  place  very 
nice  and  snug,  Esther ! "  sitting  down  and 
looking  round  ;  "  you  are  really  a  wonderful 
woman ! " 

"  Do  vou  know  I  sometimes  think  I  am  !  " 
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she  returned  with  a  slight  smile  and  a  quick, 
deep  sigh.  "  I  have  had  an  offer  from  two 
fresh  papers  for  articles — weekly  articles  and 
on  rather  a  higher  class  of  subject — I  am  so 
sick  of  dress  and  fashion !  " 

*'  Gad,  it's  extraordinary  to  think  of  your 
making  a  living  out  of  such  trash !  "  inter- 
rupted the  squire  irreverently. 

"  And  now  I  want  to  begin  to  save  against 
the  time  when  no  man,  nor  woman  either, 
can  work,"  added  Madame  Falk. 

"Well,  I  must  be  going!  I  am  looking 
forward  like  a  boy,  by  Jove,  to  a  run  with  the 
old  Blankshire  hounds  once  more  !  The  older 
I  grow  the  less  I  like  Paris  !  It's  very  well 
for  women  and  lovers  of  pleasure  and  art  and 
all  that,  but  I  like  something  more  robust! 
Do  you  know,  Esther,  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  in  spite  of  all  prate  about  the 
elevating  influence  of  art,  it  ain't  elevating  a 
bit !  Most  of  the  artists,  either  in  music  or 
painting,  I  have  known  or  heard  of,  are  a 
deuced  indulgent,  immoral,  untidy  lot !  And 
the  people  who  spend  their  lives  and  cash 
criticising  and  buying  up  pictures  aren't  much 
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better.  I  am  glad  the  English  get  their  art 
chiefly  second  hand." 

"The  sentiments  of  an  utter  barbarian," 
cried  Madame  Falk,  laughing. 

"I  daresay  I  am,  but  I  hope  not  a  bad 
sort !  Good-bye  for  the  present.  1  wish  you 
would  manage  to  come  over  and  stay  with 
us  ;  I  know  my  wife  would  be  delighted ! 
Gad!  Esther,  there  are  few  of  your  artist 
friends  have  half  your  grit ;  you  and  my  wife 
are  the  two  best  women  I  have  ever  come 
across,  and  if  you  are  ever  in  a  hole  I'll  prove 
that  these  are  no  idle  words." 

"  Thank  you.  I  thoroughly  believe  you, 
but  friends  and  finances  should  always  be 
kept  well  apart,"  she  replied,  shaking  hands 
cordially  with  him,  and  little  thinking  that  he 
had  with  Sarah  Barton's  connivance  largely 
assisted  in  smoothing  the  first  difficult  steps 
in  her  present  career.  Nor  was  she  aware 
he  knew  that  he  was  most  innocently  the 
source  of  her  terrible  troubles. 

"  God  bless  you !  —  good-bye,  for  a  few 
months  at  all  events !  " 

Madame  Falk  went  herself  to  let  him  out. 
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and  returning,  stood  for  a  few  minutes  looking 
into  the  fire. 

"  He  is  a  good  fellow — rarely  good  !  "  she 
said  to  herself.  "  He  wants  to  overwhelm  me 
with  gifts,  but  that  can  never  be — ah,  it  does 
not  do  to  think  !  Four  o'clock ! — almost  too 
late  to  do  any  good  at  the  Louvre  on  a 
remnant  day,  but  I  will  try ! "  She  took  out 
her  purse,  and  counted  the  contents  carefully, 
then  putting  on  her  out- door  garments  with  a 
celerity  few  women  could  equal  she  sallied 
forth.  At  the  door  of  the  entresol  she  almost 
paused,  then  hastened  on,  saying  to  herself, 
"  No,  there  is  no  time  to  wait  for  her,  and  she 
hasn't  any  money,"  so  passed  out  into  the 
street. 

Certainly  May  had  no  money,  and  if  she 
had,  would  not  have  wished  to  be  taken  out 
shopping ;  she  was  indeed  much  more  agree- 
ably and,  as  she  believed,  profitably  occupied. 
It  had  been  a  busy  morning  with  her.  Mr. 
Eiddell  had  gone  out  for  the  day  soon  after 
breakfast,  or  rather  luncheon. 

For  the  last  week — since  he  had  met  the 
caterer  for  press  articles — he  had  written  for 
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a  great  part  of  the  morning.  This  entailed 
some  discomfort  on  May,  as  he  was  one  of 
those  troublesome,  "  high-strung  "  individuals 
who  could  not  bear  the  slightest  disturbance 
or  interruption  once  he  took  his  pen  in  his 
hand ;  he  went  further  still,  and  could  not 
support  the  presence  of  any  person  in  the 
room  when  he  was  writing.  May  was  there- 
fore banished  to  the  little  fireless  salon  or  her 
own  equally  fireless  chamber,  and  reduced  to 
occasional  excursions  to  the  tiny  kitchen  to 
get  what  is  familiarly  termed  "  a  warm,"  for 
the  weather  was  still  cold.  This  morning, 
however,  she  was  in  possession  of  the  premises, 
and  set  Leontine  to  clean  the  dining-room 
thoroughly,  reserving  the  task  of  dusting, 
arranging,  and  beautifying  with  some  flowers 
Mrs.  Conroy  had  sent  for  herself.  She  felt 
more  light-hearted  than  usual — the  last  few 
weeks  had  somehow  put  her  in  better  humour 
with  herself — not  that  a  sense  of  being 
"  nothing  and  no  one  "  irritated  her,  it  only 
gave  her  a  feeling  of  depressed  quiet.  To-day 
she  went  briskly  about  her  work,  her  thoughts 
a  good  deal  occupied  with  the  question,  "  If 
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my  father  makes  some  money  by  his  writing, 
I  wonder  if  he  will  let  me  go  to  Audeley 
Chase !  How  delicious  it  would  be  to  be  in 
the  real  countr}^ — the  real  country !  I  almost 
forget  what  the  country  is  like.  I  wonder 
Frances  is  not  fonder  of  the  country ! 
There  " — stepping  back  to  see  the  effect  ol 
a  bowl  filled  with  jonquils  and  delicate  ferns 
which  she  had  just  placed  on  the  dining-table, 
having  already  arranged  some  narcissus  on 
the  mantelpiece — "  How  nice  and  sweet  they 
make  the  room.  I  do  not  feel  fit  to  sit  down 
in  it  in  my  old  dress  and  apron." 

She  took  her  "  plumeau "  and  well-used 
duster  to  Leontine,  untied  the  handkerchief 
which  defended  her  hair,  and  went  to  make 
her  toilette.  "That  dress  looks  quite  well 
still,"  she  thought,  surveying  Mrs.  Conroy's 
gift  in  the  glass  ;  "  then  it  was  so  well  made 
— originally."  A  few  more  touches  to  her 
softly-waved  hair,  and  she  felt  fit  to  sit  down 
in  company  with  the  fresh  flowers. 

"  It  is  a  pleasant  sort  of  day,"  said  May  to 
herself ;  "  I  will  ask  Madame  Falk  to  let  me 
go  out  with  her ;  but  it  is  too  early  yet." 
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She  put  out  her  writing  things,  and  applied 
herself  to  translate  a  new  and  flaming  circular 
which  Mademoiselle  Ferret  had  composed, 
and  which  she  begged  May  to  turn  into 
English  for  the  benefit  of  her  transatlantic 
and  British  clients. 

She  worked  on  diligently  till  past  three 
o'clock,  and  then  laid  down  her  pen,  thinking 
she  might  now  put  on  her  hat  and  go  to 
Madame  Talk,  when  the  door-bell  jangled 
noisily,  and  almost  immediately  Leontine, 
still  in  her  blue  apron  and  a  handkerchief 
round  her  head  came  in,  a  little  annoyed  at 
being  disturbed  from  her  task  of  scouring  the 
saucepans. 

"They  ask  for  Monsieur!  Will  you  see 
the  gentleman.  Mademoiselle  ?  "  handing  her 
a  card. 

"  Piers  Ogilvie  !  "  She  read  it  aloud  in  her 
great  surprise.  "  Oh,  yes,  of  course."  And 
almost  before  the  words  had  ceased  to  sound, 
Ogilvie  was  across  the  threshold  and  bowing 
over  the  hand  she  gave  him. 

"  If  this  is  an  intrusion,  you  must  forgive  it, 
Miss  Eiddell ;  but  as  your  father  is  out " 
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"  It  is  no  intrusion,"  she  said,  with  a 
brighter  smile  than  Ogilvie  had  ever  seen  in 
her  eyes  before.  "  I  am  very  pleased  to  see 
you.  I  am  sorry  papa  is  not  at  home,  and  I 
scarcely  know  when  he  may  return." 

"  Probably  you  can  show  me  the  picture  I 
wanted  to  see,  and  we  can  discuss  it ;  then, 
when  we  next  meet  I  can  tell  Mr.  Eiddell  the 
result  of  my  observations." 

"  Oh,  yes,  certainly  ;  here  it  is,"  she  took 
down  from  the  corner  where  it  hung,  a  small, 
grubby  picture  of  a  pool,  some  ducks,  the 
corner  of  a  brick  house,  under  the  projecting 
roof  of  which  two  or  three  misshapen  boors 
sat  drinking. 

"  You  will  see  it  better  here,"  resting  it  on 
the  table  in  a  better  light.  She  supported  it 
with  her  hand  and  Ogilvie  inspected  it  with 
an  air  of  the  deepest  attention. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  he  said  at  length,  "  I  cannot 
encourage  Mr.  Eiddell's  belief  that  it  is  a 
Teniers.  I  don't  think  that  artist  could  have 
drawn  so  badly  even  if  he  tried  ;  still,  I  do 
not  pretend  to  be  an  expert." 

"  It  is  very  ugly,"    said  May  reflectively, 
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and  she  hung  it  up  again.  "  But  I  am  quite  un- 
cultivated ;  there  are  many  pictures  and  pieces 
of  music  which  are  greatly  admired  by  connois- 
seurs yet  seem  unpleasant  to  me.  I  suppose  I 
have  never  been  educated  up  to  ugliness." 

She  returned  to  her  seat  as  she  spoke. 

Ogilvie  hesitated. 

"  I  have  interrupted  your  letter  writing,"  he 
said. 

"  No,  indeed  ;  I  am  not  writing  letters.  I 
never  do,  except  when  Frances  Conroy  is 
away." 

"  What  a  destitute  condition  for  a  young 
lady — to  have  no  correspondents." 

"  I  am  so  fortunate  as  to  have  my  friends 
near  me.  Are  young  ladies  supposed  to  be 
so  very  fond  of  letter  writing  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  am  told  so,"  resuming  his  seat. 
"Personally,  I  know  nothing  about  such  an 
exalted  subject." 

"  Had  you  no  sisters,  Mr.  Ogilvie  ?  " 

"  Yes,  two  ;  a  great  deal  older  than  myself, 
who  married  when  I  was  a  mere  boy.  What 
a  pleasant  room  " — looking  round — ''  pretty, 
and  home-like." 
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"  That  is  chiefly  owing  to  the  sweet  flowers 
Mrs.  Conroy  sent  me  this  morning ;  without 
them,  and  without  some  care,  it  becomes  a 
very  common  kind  of  room."  Their  talk 
flowed  naturally  from  this  to  beauty  in  art, 
and  literature,  and  other  kindred  topics. 
How  well  Ogilvie  talked ;  he  seemed  to  have 
gone  everywhere  and  seen  everything ;  more- 
over, to  have  mentally  digested  all. 

The  astonishing  thing  was  that  these  vast 
acquirements  did  not  frighten  May,  nor 
strike  her  dumb  ;  rather  did  his  observations 
seem  to  unlock  the  treasure  house  of  her  own 
thoughts  and  give  her  power  to  speak  them. 
It  was  a  delightful  half-hour,  and  before  it 
was  at  an  end  Ogilvie  knew  all  about  her 
mental  life — the  books  she  had  read,  and 
those  she  liked  best,  and  very  restricted 
education  she  had  received,  and  the  tinge  of 
melancholy — rather  the  absence  of  hopeful- 
ness— which  gave  a  certain  soft  indolence  to 
her  manner. 

"  I  am  trespassing  far  too  long  upon  your 
time,"  said  Ogilvie  at  last,  though  without 
making  any  attempt  to  move. 
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"  But  I  have  nothing  to  do  ?  Must  you  go 
away  ?  "  she  asked,  with  frank  regret.  It  is 
so  pleasant  to  talk  as  we  are  talking.  I 
seldom  care  to  speak,  though  you  may  not 
believe  me,"  and  she  laughed — a  low,  refined 
laugh. 

"  I  know  you  do  not !  I  noticed  your 
extreme  quiet  —  long  ago,  that  is  —  some 
months  ago,  when  I  first  met  you  with  the 
Conroys.  Do  you  choose  to  be  silent  ? — for 
you  can  talk." 

"  I  do  not  know ;  I  do  not  think  people 
care  to  talk  to  me.  You  see,  I  am  generally 
with  those  who  are  much  cleverer  than  I  am. 
Yes,  I  think  I  rather  like  being  silent  and 
watching." 

"  Watching  what.  Miss  Eiddell  ?  " 

"  Those  I  meet ;  their  expression,  their 
way  of  speaking,  the  opinions  they  utter.  It 
interests  me  very  much  to  build  up  theories 
about  them." 

"  Indeed  !  "  ejaculated  Ogilvie,  surprised, 
and  gazing  at  her  more  intently  than  she  was 
aware. 

"Yes,"  resumed  May,  dreamily.      "There 
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is  Madame  Zavadoskoi ;  she  is  an  old  friend 
of  yours  ?  " 

"  I  have  known  her  some  years." 

"  I  admire  her  greatly ;  she  is  so  graceful 
and  charming ;  her  manners,  too,  are  delight- 
ful. I  like  to  watch  her  ;  she  is  kind,  too— 
really  kind,  but  I  fancy  she  would  trample 
down  everything  and  everyone  that  came 
between  her  and  her  pleasure,  or  her  fancies ; 
she  seems  to  be  a  law  to  herself,  and  to 
think  that  the  ordinary  law  is  for  weaker 
and  lower  creatures  than  herself.  But  I  am 
speaking  too  much  and  too  freely,"  exclaimed 
May,  her  colour  rising  slowly. 

"  Certainly  not  too  much,  nor  too  freely !  I 
hope  you  feel  safe  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  do,"  she  said,  looking  straight  into  his 
eyes,  as  if  measuring  his  honesty.  "After 
all,  this  is  mere  fancy.  You  see,  I  am  a 
good  deal  alone,  and  one  must  think." 

"  Thank  Heaven,  you  can  think !  "  returned 
Ogilvie,  smiling  a  quick,  bright  smile.  "  It  is 
a  very  absorbing  and  sometimes  bewildering 
occupation.  You  must  let  me  send  you  one 
or  two  books  which  may  interest  you,  as  you 
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say  you  have  not  too  large  a  supply."  He 
rose  as  lie  spoke.  "  I  am — well,  I  cannot 
honestly  say  very  sorry  to  have  missed  Mr. 
Eiddell.  Had  he  been  here  you  would  not 
probably  have  broken  the  cold  chain  of 
silence,  and  I  should  not  have  had  the  chance 
of — may  I  say — making  friends  with  you  ?  " 

"  You  are  very  good  to  say  so,  Mr. 
Ogilvie." 

"I  shall  try  to  find  your  father  another 
day ;  at  all  events  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of 
finding  you ! '' 

"  Yes,  pray  come  ! "  cried  May  impulsively, 
"  that  is,"  laughing  at  her  own  eagerness,  "  if 
you  have  time ;  I  know  you  are  very  busy 
always." 

"  I  have  a  holiday  now  and  then !  I  shall 
not  forget  the  books,  and  you  must  soften 
down  my  judgment  against  the  Teniers !  " 

"  You  may  be  sure  I  will ;  good-morning." 
She  gave  him  her  hand  with  the  easy  natural 
grace  which  he  had  always  noticed  and  justly 
attributed  to  her  freedom  from  self- conscious- 
ness. 

"  That  girl  is  rather  a  revelation,"  said 
VOL.  I.  11 
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Ogilvie  to  himself  as  he  walked  towards  the 
Boulevards ;  "  she  is  both  receptive  and 
perceptive,  exactly  the  kind  of  intelHgence  to 
make  a  delightful,  restful  companion,  able  to 
appreciate  one's  ideas,  and  not  given  to  worry- 
about  her  own.  Curious,  her  motives 
respecting  the  Zavadosko'i.  Instinct,  of 
course  ;  no  girl  of  her  age  could  observe  and 
generalise — what  thoughtful,  steady  eyes  she 
has !  If  she  had  a  high  colour  and  touzled 
tawny  hair,  men  would  say  she  was  handsome. 
Vulgarity  still  rules  ;  I  doubt  if  it  is  lessened 
with  all  our  progress.  If  I  were  a  wise  man 
I  should  never  enter  those  doors  again  ! — but 
it  does  not  seem  to  me  I  am  going  to  be 
wise ! " 

May  returned  to  her  translation,  feeling  as 
if  new  wine  had  been  poured  into  her  veins. 
Her  work  went  on  apace  ;  she  seemed  to  find 
equivalents  for  the  words  as  if  by  magic, 
though  she  frequently  paused  to  think  of 
Ogilvie's  expressions  —  of  the  new  light  he 
threw  on  one  or  two  topics,  of  the  strange 
effect  he  produced  ou  her  own  mind.  Like  a 
fresh  turn  of    the  kaleidoscope,  by  which  the 
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disjointed  fragments  of  thought  fell  into  a 
harmonious  pattern,  he  seemed  to  clear  away 
the  mist  of  uncertainty  which  floated  in  her 
mind,  and  marshal  its  forces.  Not  a  very 
wonderful  effect  considering  that  Piers  Ogilvie 
had  been  roaming  the  world  of  men  and 
books  with  a  keen  pair  of  eyes  very  wide 
open  for  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  before  his 
new  friend  had  reached  womanhood.  Then 
came  the  comforting  reflection  : 

"  He  would  not  have  stayed  so  long  if  I 
were  dull  or  tiresome.  He  is  not  what  could 
be  exactly  called  a  good-natured  man  !  I  do 
not  think  he  would  bore  himself;  I  must  be  a 
little  worth  talking  to  !  How  I  hope  he  will 
come  again !  but  my  father  will  be  dreadfully 
vexed  if  that  picture  is  not  really  a 
Teniers " 

Here  the  door  was  opened  with  a  thrust, 
and  Leontine  entered,  her  black  eyes  dancing 
with  excitement. 

"  Dieu !  Mademoiselle !  "  she  cried,  "  that 
poor  lady,  Madame  Falk,  has  had  a  terrible 
fall!  half  her  limbs  are  broken,  and  she  is 
bruised  from  head  to  foot !     She  has  just  now 
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been  carried  upstairs,  the  concierge  says,  by  a 
tall  young  English  gentleman.  Her  moans 
were  enough  to  break  your  heart .  Adrienne 
has  just  run  away  to  fetch  Doctor  Lebeau." 

"  What  a  misfortune !  "  cried  May,  hastily 
putting  her  writing  things  aside.  "  I  must 
go  and  see  if  I  can  be  of  any  use.  I  am 
afraid  Miss  Barton  is  out."  Another  minute 
found  her  breathless  at  Madame  Falk's  door. 

It  was  opened,  to  her  great  surprise,  by 
Carr,  who  exclaimed  unceremoniously : 

"  I  am  thankful  you  have  come  ;  Madame 
Talk  is  badly  hurt." 

"Yes,  I  know!"  said  May,  passing  him 
quickly  ;  and,  entering  the  salon,  she  found 
her  friend  looking  very  white  and  sitting  by 
the  table,  her  arm  supported  by  a  lace  scarf 
converted  into  a  sling  ;  her  cloak  had  been 
removed,  but  she  still  wore  her  bonnet. 

"  Oh !  dear  Madame  Falk,  I  am  sure  you 
are  suffering  horribly !  How  did  it  happen  ? 
Let  me  take  off  your  bonnet." 

"  Get  me  a  little  water,  May,"  whispered 
Madame  Falk.  "  I  feel  faint.  Mr.  Carr  will 
tell  you.     What  shall  I  do,  dear?      I  have 
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hurt  my  right  wrist,  and  I  have  such  a  heap 
of  work  to  get  through." 

May  flew  to  fetch  the  water  and,  returning, 
said: 

"  You  must  let  me  be  your  right  hand, 
though  I  fear  an  imperfect  one,"  and  she 
passed  her  arm  under  her  friend's  head,  who 
leant  against  her. 

"  I  will  be  in  the  next  room ;  call  if  you 
want  me,"  said  Carr  ;  and  a  few  interminable 
moments  passed  before  the  doctor  arrived. 

Then  came  the  task  of  undressing  the 
patient,  and  getting  her  to  bed,  as  the  doctor 
declared  that  repose  was  necessary  after  the 
shock  she  had  sustained. 

By  that  time  Miss  Barton  returned  in  a 
great  state  of  alarm,  and  May  soon  found  her- 
self outside  the  sufferer's  door  and  peremp- 
torily ordered  to  "  wait." 
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"  How  did  it  happen  ?  "  asked  May,  finding 
herself  alone  with  Carr  in  the  salon,  and 
feeling  quite  at  home  with  him,  their  common 
interest  in  Madame  Falk  having  removed  all 
sense  of  strangeness  from  both. 

"  Madame  Falk  was  going  to  cross  at  the 
Madeleine — you  know  how  crowded  it  is 
there — when  a  man  pushed  past,  jostling  her 
roughly.  She  was  on  the  edge  of  the  kerb 
and,  putting  out  her  foot  to  support  herself, 
it  slipped  over,  she  fell  on  her  side,  her  right 
hand  doubled  in  some  way  under  her.  I  was 
coming  up  from  the  Eue  Eoyal  at  that 
moment,  and  saw  her  fall.  I  ran  to  help,  of 
course,  and  got  her  into  a  fiacre  and  home  as 
fast  as  I  could.  She  was  a  good  deal  stunned, 
but  she  has  lirst-rate  pluck,  and  walked  up  all 
these  stairs  without  any  assistance.  She  is 
looking  awfully  bad  now." 
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"  Yes,  I  fear  she  is  in  great  pain ;  when 
they  told  me  she  had  been  hurt,  I  was  so 
frightened,  for  Leontine  said  you  had  carried 
her  to  her  apartment  and  that  she  moaned  all 
the  way." 

Carr  smiled. 

"  That  would  have  been  rather  a  feat,"  he 
said  ;  "  so  much  for  imagination.  I  suppose 
the  old  chap  in  spectacles  is  a  good  doctor, 
he'll  manage  the  wrist  all  right  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  is  clever,  I  believe — at  all  events 
he  is  an  old  acquaintance  of  Madame  Falk's, 
and  she  thoroughly  believes  in  him." 

"  Ah  !  well  then  he  may  make  a  faith-cure," 
returned  Carr.  "  Does  the  lady  who  has  just 
come  in  live  here  ?  " 

''  She  does." 

"  That's  well !  It's  a  bad  business  for  a 
woman  to  live  alone." 

"  Worse  than  for  a  man  ?  "  asked  May,  with 
a  smile. 

There  was  something  attractive  to  her  in 
his  frank,  unconventional  manner.  He 
seemed  younger  than  his  looks. 

"  Yes,  a  man  only  wants  a  place  to  eat  and 
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sleep  in,  or,  if  it's  very  bad  weather,  to  read 
in  ;  but  a  woman  cannot  always  be  up  and 
about." 

"  It  seems  to  me  a  man  wants  to  be  taken 
care  of,  Mr.  Carr.  He  must  be  cooked  for, 
and  mended  and  brushed  and  generally 
provided." 

Carr  laughed,  a  genial  laugh  that  showed 
his  white,  regular  teeth  pleasantly. 

"  I  have  been  accustomed  to  do  all  that 
for  myself,  not  so  badly  either  I  can  tell  you. 
But  of  course,  when  a  fellow  grows  old,  it 
must  be  uncommonly  nice  to  have  a  daughter 
to  take  care  of  one.  As  to  Madame  Falk,  I 
don't  think  it  would  be  right  for  her  to  have 
no  one  to  look  after  her  but  a  servant.  By- 
the-way,  can't  I  do  anything,  or  go  for  some- 
thing?— pray  make  use  of  me." 

"  Thank  you  !  thank  you  very  much,"  she 
returned,  looking  kindly  and  gratefully  at 
him.  "If  you  wait  for  a  few  minutes,  I  will 
ask  Miss  Barton.  You  may  be  sure  I  will 
come  every  day  and  help.  I  live  in  the 
entresol^  and  I  think  I  can  be  of  some  use  to 
Madame  Falk  as  her  secretary.     The  worst  of 
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this  accident  is  that  it  will  prevent  her  writing 
for  some  time." 

"  Does  she  write  books  ?  "  asked  Carr,  in  a 
slightly  awed  tone. 

"  No,  I  wish  she  did  !  She  writes  in  the 
Enghsh,  American  and  Australian  papers." 

"  Australian  papers,  which  ?  " 

"  I  only  remember  the  name  of  one.  The 
Melbourne  Argus'' 

"  I  used  always  to  read  it.  What  does  she 
write  about  ?  " 

"Oh!  dress,  and  art  and  gossip,  and  a 
couple  of  years  ago  she  sent  letters  about  the 
Exhibition." 

"  Did  she  ?  "  cried  Carr.  "  I  remember 
them,  they  were  first-rate."  He  was  quite 
interested — even  excited.  "  It  is  an  awful 
pity  her  hand  should  be  disabled." 

"  I  shall  do  my  best  to  help  her,"  said  May. 

"  Yes,  do !  That  is — I  am  talking  very 
freely  to  you,  but  you  see  we  are  both  in 
earnest." 

"Exactly,"  returned  May,  with  a  little 
approving  nod.  Here  the  door  leading  into 
Madame  Falk's  room  opened  gently,  and  Miss 
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Barton,  with  a  very  stern  expression  of 
countenance,  appeared. 

"  I  don't  see  how  my  patient  is  to  get  any 
rest,  if  you  talk  so  much  and  so  loudly,"  she 
said  ;  "  perfect  quiet  is  absolutely  necessary. 
I  want  her  to  get  some  sleep,  for  she  is 
tormenting  herself  into  a  fever  about  her 
work.  If  she  could  only  forget  it  for  a  few 
hours " 

"You  know,  Miss  Barton,  I  shall  be  but 
too  glad  to  write  for  her  every  day,  and  all 
day,"  cried  May  eagerly. 

"  You !  "  returned  Miss  Barton,  uncom- 
promisingly, "  well,  I  am  not  sure  your  hand 
would  do." 

"  It  may  not  be  lovely,  but  it  is  tolerably 
distinct,"  said  May  modestly. 

"  It  looks  as  if  you  wrote  wdth  the  kitchen 
poker,"  said  Miss  Barton. 

"  At  all  events,  it  will  be  a  great  help  to 
Madame  Falk  to  have  a  willing  secretary 
close  at  hand,"  observed  Carr  with  some 
warmth,  for  he  felt  vexed  at  this  gratuitous 
rudeness  to  so  gentle  and  unoffending  a 
creature  as  May. 
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"  Oh  !  yes,  Miss  Eiddell  is  willing  enough  ; 
and  May,  Madame  Falk  says,  would  you 
copy  the  sheets  that  are  lying  on  her  table  ? 
They  are  about  the  new  piece  at  the 
Vaudeville.  They  must  go  off  to-night,  so 
there  is  no  time  to  be  lost." 

"  Very  well,  Miss  Barton,  I  will  run  down 
and  bring  my  '  kitchen  poker,'  for  I  cannot 
write  with  any  of  your  pens."  She  smiled  as 
she  said  it,  and  left  the  room. 

"  I  was  just  saying,"  observed  Carr,  who 
felt  inclined  to  seek  ignominious  safety  in 
flight,  "  that  if  I  can  do  anything  or  fetch 
you  anything " 

"  Fetch  anything  ?  "  repeated  Miss  Barton, 
laying  her  finger  on  her  lip,  in  thought, 
while  her  countenance  relaxed  considerably. 
"  Why,  yes,  if  you  would  be  so  good — I  can 
hardly  send  the  servant.  Perhaps  you  would 
not  mind  calling  at  the  fruiterer's  there  at  the 
corner,  and  tell  him  to  send  in  two  pounds  of 
his  best  grapes  and  half-a-dozen  oranges. 
Then  at  Favart's  in  the  Eue  St.  Honore,  a 
large  poultry  shop,  tell  them  to  send  a  nice 
pheasant    or     anything    else    suited    to    an 
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invalid.  Stay!  I  will  go  for  my  purse," 
and  she  turned  away. 

"  Pray  do  not  trouble,  it  is  no  matter  ;  we 
can  settle  everything  when  I  call  to-morrow 
to  enquire  for  madame,"  cried  Carr  ;  "  and  is 
there  anything  else  ?  " 

"  Let  me  see !  you  may  as  well  get  a  saucisson 
de  Milan  and  a  piece  of  Eoquefort  cheese." 

"  Certainly,  I'll  lose  no  time  ;  my  best  wishes 
to  Madame  Talk.  I  hope  to  find  her  much 
better  to-morrow,"  and  he  made  his  escape. 

Half-way  down  he  met  May  ascending. 

"  Does  that  rather  terrific  dame  often  cut 
up  so  rough  ?  "  he  asked  sympathetically. 

"  No,  not  very  often,"  she  returned,  laughing. 

"Any  way,  she  has  given  me  a  lot  of 
commissions,  I  am  hurrying  to  do  them 
before  they  go  out  of  my  head.  Let  me  see 
— grapes,  pheasant,  or  game  of  some  kind, 
saucisson  de  Milan,  Eoquefort." 

"  Why,  Mr.  Carr,  all  these  will  cost  a 
fortune  !  "  interrupted  May,  quite  amazed. 

"  Not  quite,"  smiling  good-humouredly.  "  I 
could  cater  better  in  the  bush  with  my  gun 
than  in  these  puzzling  shops,  but  I  will  do  my 
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best ;  good-bye  for  the  present."  And  he  ran 
down  the  remaining  stairway  at  a  rapid  pace. 

"  Eeally,  Miss  Barton  is  casting  her  usual 
economy  to  the  winds ! "  thought  May. 
"  But  no  doubt  dear  Madame  Falk's  appetite 
must  be  tempted." 

She  went  into  the  little  study,  and  settled 
to  her  copying  without  loss  of  time,  but  she 
was  not  left  long  without  interruption.  Soon 
Miss  Barton  put  in  her  head. 

"  She  is  calhng  for  you,  May,"  she  said  ;  "  I 
wish  you  would  try  and  pacify  her  about  this 
everlasting  work,  for  she  is  decidedly  feverish." 

Madame  Falk  was  sitting  up  in  bed  when 
May  went  in. 

"  My  dear  child,"  she  cried,  "  did  you  not 
say  you  would  write  for  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  certainly,  I  shall  be  proud  to  do  so." 

"  It  will  be  rather  slow  work,  but  you  will 
manage.  You  and  I  always  understand  each 
other,  May !     What  are  you  doing  now  ?  " 

"  I  am  copying  your  article  on  that  new 
piece." 

"  Yes,  yes  !  quite  right !  Could  you  come 
up  to-morrow  morning  about  eight  ?  for,  of 
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course,  dictating  cannot  go  as  fast  as  one's 
own  writing,  but  you  will  do  it  better  than 
anyone  else.  I  am  so  anxious  not  to  lose 
way ;  I  am  at  last  beginning  to  save  a  little, 
I  want  to  have  a  little  something  laid  by 
before  the  days  come  when  I  cannot  run 
about  and  work.  It  would  be  such  utter 
defeat  to  end  my  days  a  pauper!  after  the 
fight  I  have  fought.  Generally  I  never  let 
myself  think  of  the  possibility  of  defeat,  or 
of  being  disabled  ;  but  this  accident — for  the 
moment,  it  shows  me  the  thin  ice  I  tread  on 
— what  a  slight  plank  there  is  between  me 
and  the  cruel,  cold  waters  that  compass  me 
on  every  side.  What  w^ould  become  of  me. 
May,  without  work?  Not  only  because  it 
brings  me  daily  bread,  but  because  it  stifles 
thought  and  shrouds  one's  memory." 

"  Dear  Madame  Falk,  your  splendid  nerves 
are  shaken,"  cried  May,  infinitely  touched  by 
this  glimpse  of  weakness  in  a  woman  whose 
strength  and  buoyancy  she  had  always 
envied.  "  Try  to  sleep  ;  to-morrow  you  will 
be  yourself  and  feel,  what  is  the  truth,  that 
you   have    many   years    of    successful   work 
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before  you!  Lie  down,  dear,  I  will  cover 
you  up.  Shall  I  bring  in  my  writing  and  do 
it  here  ?  then  you  can  ask  for  whatever  you 
want  and  I  shall  be  at  hand." 

"  Yes,  do ! "  cried  Madame  Falk  eagerly 
"  and  I  will  try  to  sleep.  I  feel  very  tired 
and  my  head  aches  terribly,  I  am  afraid  it 
will  be  a  long  time  before  I  can  write  again." 

"  Only  long  enough  to  enable  me  to  become 
an  accomplished  amanuensis,"  returned  May, 
as  she  left  the  room  to  seek  her  writing. 

"  Where  are  you  going  with  those  things  ?  " 
cried  Miss  Barton  in  a  displeased  tone,  as 
May  passed  through  the  dining-room,  where 
that  lady  was  placing  a  splendid  bunch  of 
grapes  on  a  dish.  "To  write  in  Esther's 
room ! "  she  repeated  with  a  sort  of  sup- 
pressed scream  when  May  had  told  her.  "  I 
never  heard  of  anything  so  crazy.  Why  the 
doctor  said  she  was  to  be  kept  perfectly  quiet, 
and  you  are  going  to  fidget  her  with  writing 
by  her  bedside." 

"  But,  Miss  Barton,  she  wishes  me  to  do  so, 
and  I  think  it  will  soothe  her  to  see  that  I  am 
at  work." 
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"  Wishes  it !  Fiddle-de-dee !  She  does  not 
know  what  is  good  for  her." 

"  Well,  Miss  Barton,  I  fancy  it  is  wiser  not 
to  contradict  her  just  now.  If  she  is  not 
asleep  in  half-an-hour  I  will  come  away.  I 
assure  you  she  seemed  quite  pleased  at  the 
idea  of  my  writing  beside  her." 

"  Oh,  very  well,  if  she  prefers  the  advice 
of  a  chit  like  you,"  returned  Miss  Barton 
with  a  sniff;  "but  mind,  if  she  is  in  a  high 
fever  to-morrow  it  is  not  my  fault." 

This  awful  warning  made  poor  May 
hesitate  for  half-a-second,  then  she  went  on, 
and  quietly  established  herself  by  Madame 
Falk's  bedside.  Soon  she  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  a  more  satisfied  look  steal  over  her 
friend's  face.  By-and-by  she  asked,  in  a 
drowsy  tone  :  "  What  are  you  doing,  May  ? 
you  have  not  finished  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no !  I  have  three  more  pages  to  do. 
I  am  counting  the  words." 

"  Ah !  yes,  quite  right.  How  many  go  to 
a  page  of  your  writing  ?  " 

"  Two  hundred  and  twenty,  I  think." 

"  I  have  two  hundred  and  fifty,  but  that 
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does  not  matter.     The  words,  not  the  pages, 
count.     Go  on,  my  dear." 

The  minutes  slipped  past ;  from  time  to 
time  May  looked  up  and  saw  to  her  joy 
that  Madame  Falk  slept  peacefully. 

The  beginning  of  all  things  is  difficult,  and 
May  had  to  re-write  a  couple  of  pages,  but 
her  task  was  finally  accomplished  in  time  for 
post,  and  she  crept  noiselessly  out  of  the  room 
to  Miss  Barton's,  where  that  lady  sat, 
spectacles  on  nose,  making  entries  in  a  small 
account-book,  with  a  severe  aspect. 

"I  have  finished  now,Miss  Barton,"  said  May. 
"  Had  I  not  better  go  to  the  post  ?  you  will 
want  Adrienne.    Madame  Falk  is  fast  asleep." 

"  I  am  thankful  to  hear  it,  and  I  hope  you 
have  done  that  copying  correctly  ?  " 

"  I  think  so.  Miss  Barton  ;  I  have  compared 
every  page  carefully,  which  kept  me  a  little 
longer.  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  while  I 
am  out  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  you,  Mr.  Carr  sent  in  all  I 
wanted.  He  is  really  very  kind  and  thoughtful." 

"  Yes  :  I  am  afraid  these  nice  things  suit- 
able for  an  invalid  are  very  costly." 

VOL.   I.  12 
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"  I  daresay  they  are  !  "  said  Miss  Barton. 
"  But  he  has  heaps  of  money,  and  I  am  not 
going  to  insult  him  by  offering  to  pay  for 
them." 

May  laughed.  "  But  don't  you  think 
Madame  Falk  would  be  greatly  annoyed  if 
she  knew  ?  " 

"  She  is  not  going  to  know !  "  interrupted 
Miss  Barton,  authoritatively,  "  unless  you  turn 
traitor.  I  am  housekeeper — all  my  poor 
dear  Esther  has  to  do  is  to  find  the  money. 
She  believes  in  me,  and  thinks  I  am  quite 
clever  enough  to  get  thirty  shillings'  worth 
out  of  a  sovereign.  All  I  hope  is  that  young 
Carr  will  see  it  his  duty  to  send  some  more 
dainties  without  being  asked  for  them ;  mind 
you  say  nothing  to  Esther." 

"  I  certainly  will  not — but " 

"  Never  mind  buts  !  Here — here  is  a  nice 
little  bunch  for  yourself ;  good,  ain't  they  ?  " 

"  Bribery  and  corruption,  Miss  Barton," 
said  May,  laughing,  and  taking  one  or  two  of 
the  grapes. 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  !  Take  care  you  do 
not  miss  the  post — and  you  have  to  get  your 
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hat  and  cloak  yet !  Will  you  look  in  when 
you  come  back  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course,  but  I  must  first  see  if 
papa  is  at  home  and  will  stay  to  dinner." 

"  Ah  !  just  so  !     Men  only  live  to  eat." 

"I  am  afraid  no  one  would  like  to  do 
without  dinner,"  returned  May,  as  she  left  the 
room. 

"  Obstinate  as  a  mule,"  muttered  Miss 
Barton,  looking  after  her.  Miss  Barton  could 
not  bear  contradiction,  unless,  indeed,  from 
her  adored  Esther. 

When  May  returned  from  the  post  she 
found  her  father  fuming  in  the  salle-a-manger. 

"  Well,  well ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  what's  all 
this  chatter  about  a  gentleman  calling,  and  a 
dreadful  accident  to  Madame  Falk  ?  Here  I 
am  left  to  an  ignorant  servant,  and  in  total 
ignorance  of  what  is  going  on  in  my  own 
household." 

"  Yes,"  said  May,"  who  had  ceased  to  be 
frightened  by  her  father's  tornadoes  in  a  tea- 
cup ;  "  poor  dear  Madame  Falk  had  a  nasty 
fall,  and  has  sprained  her  wrist  badly  ; 
fortunately  Mr.  Carr  happened  to  come  up  at 
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the  right  time,  and  took  care  of  her.  I  have 
promised  to  be  her  amanuensis.  It  will  be  a 
very  useful  experience  for  me,  and  I  shall  be 
so  glad  to  be  of  any  use  to  her." 

"  Great  powers  ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Eiddell, 
peevishly,  "  how  you  run  on !  you  have  no 
business  to  promise  anything  without  con- 
sulting me — so 

'^  But,  papa,  you  would  not  object  to  my 
doing  anything  I  could  for  Madame  Falk !  " 
interrupted  May,  opening  her  large  eyes. 

"  Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  leave  this 
absorbing  subject  for  a  moment,"  said  Mr. 
Eiddell,  with  alarming  politeness,  "  and  tell  me 
who  was  your  visitor  this  afternoon  ;  you  know 
you  must  not  receive  any  and  every  man." 

"  I  suppose  not,  but  you  will  not  object  to 
this  one,"  said  May  wdth  a  confident  smile. 
"  It  was  Mr.  Ogilvie  who  called." 

"  Eh  !  Ah  !  no,  certainly — I  should  not 
object  to  him,"  said  Mr.  Eiddell  blandly. 
"  I  suppose  he  w^anted  to  see  me^  eh  ?  " 

"  He  did !  Then  he  asked  to  see  me.  He 
wanted  to  see  the  picture — the  Teniers,  you 
know — so  I  showed  it  to  him." 
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"Ah!    and  what   did  he  think  of  it  ?      I 
hope  you  took  it  down  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes !  I  don't  fancy  he  thought  it 
genuine." 

"  Pray  why  should  you  fancy  anything  of  the 
kind?  whatever  he  really  thinks  he  will  tell  me." 

"  Yes,  he  wants  to  see  you  ;  he  asked  when 
you  would  be  at  home." 

"  When  was  he  here  ?  " 

"  It  must  have  been  three  o'clock  when  he 
came — at  all  events  he  had  gone  quite  a  short 
time  when  Leontine  came  in  to  tell  me  of 
Madame  Falk's  accident." 

"  What !  did  he  wait  all  that  time  for  me  ? 
He  must  have  been  bored  !  What  did  he  do 
with  himself?" 

"  He  talked  to  m^,"  said  May  with  some 
dignity ;  and  how  well  he  talks.  He  seems 
to  know  everything." 

"Yes,  he  is  just  the  sort  of  fellow  I  was 
accustomed  to  formerly,  so  you  may  imagine  if 
'  Evenings-at-home  '  are  very  amusing  to  me  !  " 

"  No  ;  of  course  it  is  dull  for  you.  If  you 
do  not  want  me,  papa,  I  will  go  up  to 
Madame  Falk." 
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"I  cannot  say  I  want  you  exactly,"  he 
interrupted,  "  but  I  hope  you  will  not  neglect 
your  home  duties  for  the  excitement  of 
attending  to  a  comparative  stranger." 

"  You  cannot  consider  Madame  Falk  a 
stranger,"  cried  May.  "  For  the  last  four 
years  she  has  been  my  kindest,  best  friend." 

"  True ;  she  is  essentially  good-natured  ! 
And  you  are  right  to  attend  to  her  ;  nothing 
incurs  such  odium  as  visible  ingratitude. 
There  is  just  a  little  ruggedness  in  the  dear 
woman  which  I  cannot  stand,  but  no  doubt 
escapes  your  notice." 

"  Yes,  it  does  quite,"  said  May,  somewhat 
shortly. 

"  You  will  probably  be  asked  to  share  Miss 
Barton's  evening  meal,"  continued  Mr. 
Eiddell.  "  I  shall  tell  Leontine,  for  I  have 
asked  Peters  to  dine  with  me  at  the  Maison 
d'Or  !  One  must  be  civil  to  these  Press 
fellows,  and  he  has  made  very  flattering  over- 
tures to  me.  I  might  resume  my  neglected  pen, 
with  results  which  would  enable  me  to  give 
you  greater  indulgences  than  my  miserably 
cramped  means  have  hitherto  permitted." 


••THE  FOECE   OF  CIKCUMSTANCES."  183 

"  Oh  !  do  not  trouble  about  me,  Papa.  I 
have  everything  I  want." 

"  But  not  all  /  want  for  you,  my  love," 
returned  her  father,  patting  her  cheek. 
"  Go  then,  dear ;  I  shall  make  all  arrange- 
ments with  Leontine,  as   there  need   be   no 

dinner- served  here  to-day." 

***** 

A  couple  of  days  saw  Madame  Talk  herself 
again,  except  for  the  use  of  her  right  hand. 
Her  temporary  depression  had  apparently 
vanished,  and  she  was  as  energetic  as  ever. 
Exceedingly  adaptable  by  nature,  she  was 
getting  quite  accustomed  to  dictate.  During 
this  time  she  had  many  visitors.  As  it  was 
understood  that  though  she  was  disabled, 
there  was  no  need  to  avoid  trespassing  on  her 
time,  Mrs.  Conroy  was  constant  in  her  kind 
attention  and  Carr  at  first  called  every  day. 

Madame  Zavadoskoi,  too,  broke  in  upon 
them  occasionally,  and  greatly  enlivened  the 
rapidly  recovering  patient,  to  whom  she 
imparted  much  gossip  of  a  kind  available  for 
Press  purposes. 

Miss    Barton  listened  to  and  watched  all 
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she  said  and  did  with  open-mouthed  admira- 
tion, but  May  was  both  attracted  and  repelled 
by  her.  There  was,  she  fancied,  a  sub-flavour 
of  contemptuous  patronage  in  her  pleasantly- 
expressed  sympathy,  her  readiness  to  oblige, 
that  perhaps  only  the  acute  perception  of 
some  subtle  natural  antagonism  could  have 
revealed. 

Still  it  was  a  pleasant  time,  and  brought  a 
degree  of  life  and  movement  into  May's 
usually  dull  existence  that  brightened  her  up. 
"  I  suppose  your  holiday  is  over,"  said 
Madame  Zavadoskoi  one  afternoon  she  had 
looked  in,  about  a  week  after  the  accident, 
when  Madame  Falk  had  come  into  the  salon 
from  her  little  study,  where  she  left  May  copy- 
ing, "  and  we  must  not  interrupt  you  any  more 
except  on  your  Sundays.  Eh  !  Mr.  Carr  ?  "  to 
that  gentleman,  who  was  standing  by  the  fire- 
place, beside  the  chair  in  which  Miss  Barton  sat 
in  state,  attired  in  her  best  black  silk,  and 
occupied  with  some  "  company  "  knitting. 

"I  suppose  not,"  he  returned.  "Madame 
Talk  has  absolutely  been  out  walking,  with 
no  firmer  support  than  Miss  Eiddell's  arm." 


"THE  FORCE  OF  CIRCUMSTANCES."  185 

"  Of  course,"  she  returned.  "  It  is  my  wrist, 
not  my  ankle,  I  have  sprained.  And  no  one 
can  do  my  work  of  '  seeing  things,'  save  my- 
self.    May  comes  to  make  my  notes  for  me." 

"  She  seems  a  first-rate  secretary.  Is  she  at 
home  ?  "  asked  Carr. 

"  Yes,"  returned  Madame  Talk,  rising  and 
opening  the  door  of  the  study.  "  Come  here, 
May." 

Whereupon  May  appeared,  her  hair  a  little 
ruffled,  and  wearing  the  black  apron  which 
guarded  her  second  best  dress. 

"Good  morning.  Miss  Eiddell,"  said  the 
countess,  without  offering  her  hand. 

"  And  how  goes  on  the  dictation  ?  "  asked 
Carr,  with  friendly  familiarity,  as  he  placed  a 
chair  for  her. 

"  Oh !  we  are  both  improving,"  replied 
Madame  Falk,  "  and  I  am  involuntarily 
training  a  rival  Presswoman." 

"  Well !  I  want  everyone  to  be  in  high 
health,  spirits  and  looks  on  the  15th  of  April 
next,"  said  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  "for  I  am 
going  to  send  out  invitations  for  a  big  baU 
in  honour  of  my  boy's  visit  to  me.     I  hope  to 
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see  you  all.  Bartie,"  to  her  ex-governess, 
"  you  must  have  a  grand  new  dress  for  the 
occasion.  Miss  Eiddell,  you  and  your  father 
shall  have  your  cards  to-morrow.  Are  you 
fond  of  dancing  ?  " 

"  Exceedingly,  and  I  have  very  few  chances 
of  enjoying  it.  You  are  very  good  to  think 
of  us ! " 

"  And  I  intend  to  be  perfectly  well  on  that 
occasion,"  cried  Madame  Talk. 

"  The  Conroys  have  promised  to  wait  for 
it,''  continued  Madame  Zavadoskoi.  "  I 
believe  that  most  english  Englishman,  the 
father,  is  tormenting  them  to  come  home." 
As  she  spoke,  she  was  taking  up  one  by  one 
some  cards  which  lay  on  the  table.  "  Piers 
Ogil-vie !  Piers  Ogilvie — my  old  acquaintance 
— seems  very  attentive  in  his  enquiries  ;  do 
you  never  let  him  in  ?  " 

"  He  does  not  ask  to  come  in ! "  said  Miss 
Barton.  "I  fancy  he  just  comes  on  to 
enquire  when  he  is  calling  on  Mr.  Riddell !  " 

"  On  Mr.  Riddell?  Ah,  yes,  just  so  ;  men 
don't  waste  much  time  on  small  civilities," 
said  Madame  Zavadoskoi  carelessly. 
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"And  he  is  really  a  busy  man,"  added 
Madame  Falk. 

"Or  says  he  is!"  returned  the  other, 
laughing.  "You  have  beguiled  me  out  of 
half-an-hour  of  my  valuable  time,  and  I  must 
run  away.  Good  morning  and  good-bye  for  a 
while.  I  am  going  to  be  very  busy.  Bartie ! 
you  must  come  and  breakfast  with  me  some 
day,  soon  ;  I  will  send  you  a  little  note." 

She  kissed  Miss  Barton,  shook  hands  with 
Madame  Falk,  and  smiled  sweetly  on  May. 

Carr  also  said  good  morning  and  accom- 
panied her  to  her  carriage. 

"  Do  you  never  intend  to  ride  with  me 
again  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Not  for  the  present,"  she  said,  "you 
must  amuse  yourself  elsewhere.  If  you  have 
nothing  better  to  do,  come  home  with  me,  I 
will  give  you  some  tea  and  we  will  discuss 
my  ball." 

"  With  pleasure,  Madame  ;  such  an  invi- 
tation is  not  to  be  refused." 

He  followed  her  into  her  dainty  coupe, 
which  soon  whirled  them  to  the  Avenue 
Marboeuf. 
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The  samovar  was  ready  in  the  Countess* 
especial  sitting-room — a  delightful  apartment, 
though  less  gorgeous  in  its  furniture  and 
decorations  than  the  rest  of  the  house,  its 
chief  adornment  being  abundant  hot-house 
flowers. 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Madame  Zavadoskoi, 
"  this  is  tolerably  comfortable,"  and  she  threw 
aside  her  cloak,  removing  her  hat,  and 
deliberately  arranging  her  hair  before  one  of 
the  many  glasses.  "  Do  you  take  lemon  or 
cream  ?  " 

"  Cream  if  you  please." 

"  Ah !  barbarous  taste,  my  dear  friend  !  It 
is  very  difficult  to  break  you  in." 

'•'  Perhaps  impossible  in  some  directions," 
said  Carr  quietly. 

"  Perhaps,"  doubtfully  ;  "  do  you  know  you 
are  a  very  audacious  young  man !  " 

"  I  am  sorry  you  think  so.  How  do  I  show 
my  audacity  ?  " 

"By  calling  me  to  account." 

"Did  I?     How?" 

"  Just  now,  when  you  asked  me  if  I  ever 
or  never  intended  to  ride  with  you  ac^ain." 
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"  I  did  not  mean  to  be  audacious,  and  it 
was  not  an  unnatural  question." 

"  Your  business  is  to  be  entirely  submissive 
to  my  good  or  bad  pleasure.  I  may  choose 
to  ride  with  you  every  day  for  a  month,  and 
then  cease  to  hold  any  intercourse  with  you, 
yet  you  have  no  right  to  complain." 

"Haven't  1?  Well,  that  seems  a  little 
strange.  Anyhow,  I  shall  do  my  best  to  hold 
on  to  what  was  a  very  agreeable  arrange- 
ment." 

"  Ah,  that  is  not  in  your  power  to  do  !  " 

"  Have  I  offended  you  in  any  way  ?  " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no !  "  with  almost  contemptuous 
emphasis.  "  But — come,  don't  be  unreason- 
able. I  really  like  you  immensely,  as  I  am 
going  to  prove — but,  you  are  off  service." 

"  I  can't  say  '  Thank  you,'  for  such  a  proof 
of  liking,"  said  Carr. 

"  Listen  to  me,"  she  resumed,  "  I  am  going 
to  give  you  a  quantity  of  good  advice,  which 
is  really  a  mark  of  interest  and  liking  I  have 
rarely  bestowed  on  anyone.  First — don't 
come  here  so  often." 

Carr  laughed,  but  his  cheek  flushed. 
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"  I  am  sorry,  Countess,  to  find  that  I  have 
come  too  often." 

"  You  have  not  come  too  often  for  me ; 
you  interest  me  very  much  ;  but  the  Count 
plays  high — well,  my  son  plays  higher — and 
a  man  of  your  own  age,  or  younger,  will 
know  better  how  to  tempt  you  than  one  old 
enough  to  be  your  father  !  To  the  men  I  live 
amongst,  play  is  almost  a  necessity.  Yoii 
belong  to  a  different  order.  It  will  not 
excite  or  exhilarate  you  to  be  always  on  the 
brink  of  ruin.  It  is  a  pity  to  pour  your 
wealth — if  you  have  wealth — into  their  greedy 
hands.  You  are  amused  and  attracted  by  me 
now  ;  you  will  wish  me — at  the  bottom  of  the 
sea,  or  in  a  warmer  place  by-and-bye,  if  you 
get  into  any  difficulty  on  my  account !  Then, 
you  know,  even  if  I  had  a  fancy  for  you — as 
I  might  have  had  ten  years  ago — I  should 
never  have  made  the  smallest  sacrifice  for  you. 
I  never  have  made  any  sacrifice  for  anyone 
that  I  can  remember.  You  see,  I  am  quite 
kind  and  candid  ?  " 

"  Candid — yes  ;  as  to  the  kindness  ! — well, 
there  is  sometimes  cruel  kindness  ! "  returned 
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Carr,  but  his  tone  was  by  no  means  de- 
spondent. 

Madame  Zavadoskoi  looked  at  him  sharply. 

*'  Yes,  you  are  sensible,  as  I  expected,  and 
we  shall  keep  good  friends.  You  can  find 
plenty  of  charming  women  who  will  be  quite 
ready  to  take  a  tender  interest  in  you — much 
tenderer  than  I  do !  Only  take  care  not  to 
commit  yourself  to  any  lasting  entanglement — 
chains  that  cannot  be  broken  are  apt  to  gall." 

"  Your  advice  is  excellent,  and  shows  what 
a  simpleton  you  must  think  me." 

"  Do  you  think  yourself  a  man  of  the 
world  ?  " 

"  Of  your  world  ? — certainly  not  ?  but, 
dear  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  yours  is  a  very  small 
one." 

"  Is  there  any  other  worth  living  in  ?  " 

"  That  depends  on  how  one  is  accustomed 
to  live.  I  cannot  imagine  any  man  being 
satisfied  with  existence  in  Paris,  or  even  in 
London  which  I  like  better.  If  I  had  not 
known  you  I  should  have  left  Paris  long  ago. 
I  shall  now  move  on  and  see  a  little  more  of 
Europe." 
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Madame  Zavadoskoi  looked  at  him  and  then 
laughed. 

"I  admire  your  philosophy,"  she  said. 
"  And  shall  you  finally  return  to  the — what  do 
you  call  it?— the  Bush  ?  " 

"  I  think  so." 

"  And  marry  a  bush-woman  ?  " 

"Perhaps.  There  are  very  nice  bush- 
women." 

"  You  could  find  very  nice  civilised  women 
who  might  not  object  to  marry  for  a  home, 
even  in  the  wilds.  It  is  awful  for  a  woman 
to  be  poor !  What  can  they  enjoy  ?  No 
reasonable,  companionable  man  will  wed 
without  fortune  or  position.  If  a  girl  has 
neither ;  why,  she  can  only  have  peeps  at 
pleasure  in  by-ways  !  " 

"In  England  and  the  Colonies  heaps  of 
girls  who  haven't  a  sou  marry  well !  " 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  but  then  English  people  are  not 
ruled  by  the  laws  that  govern  other  societies, 
and  Englishmen  are  not  fascinating  in  general. 
I  am  sorry  for  women  who  are  neither  well- 
born nor  well-dowered.  Look  at  that 
favourite  of  Frances  Conroy's — she  is  always 
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with  people  who  would  never  give  her  a 
serious  thought,  and  what  makes  matters 
worse  for  her  is  that  she  is  the  sort  of  woman 
that  only  high-class  men  would  care  for.  I 
believe  that,  if  she  only  knew  it,  she  could  be 
very  fascinating,  though  she  is  not  what  the 
ordinary  run  of  people  consider  pretty.  She 
is  not  exactly  the  woman  I  like ;  there's  a 
strong  vein  of  pride  under  her  gentle  tran- 
quillity, and  she  is  very  much  in  earnest. 
She'll  probably  break  her  heart  some  day 
about  some  man  who  would  not  step  out  of 
the  ranks  to  lift  her  to  his  side  ! " 

"  I  hope  not.  I  hope  her  road  in  life  may 
never  be  crossed  by  scoundrels  of  that  descrip- 
tion ! "  exclaimed  Carr  earnestly. 

"  My  dear  friend,  strong  language  is  very  ill- 
bred,"said  MadameZavadoskoi,  contemplating 
him   with   a  smile.      "If  Miss  Eiddell  were 

wise But  our  ideas  of  wisdom — yours 

and  hers  and  mine — would  never  agree,  and 
I.  will  not  waste  my  pearls  of  experience — — " 

"  On,  let  us  say  wild  boars  like   myself," 
interrupted    Carr,    with    a     good-humoured 
laugh.     "  Well,  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  I  must 
VOL.   I.  13 
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tear  myself  away  ;  a  thousand  thanks  for  your 
lesson  and  your  advice.  I  suppose  I  may 
present  myself  at  your  ball  ?  " 

'*  Of  course.  I  quite  expect  you,  and  come 
on  Thursday  evenings  too.  Good-bye.  I  see 
you  are  made  of  good  stuff!  " 

Carr  walked  away,  with  an  unpleasant 
sense  of  smarting,  in  spite  of  the  philosophy 
he  assumed.  He  had  been  greatly  attracted 
and  flattered  by  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  who 
had  found  him  amusing  for  a  short  time ;  and 
life  for  the  moment  seemed  very  flat,  now 
that  the  excitement  of  her  companionship  was 
withdrawn. 

His  thoughts,  however,  were  not  altogether 
occupied  with  himself.  Madame  Zavadoskoi's 
unpleasant  tone  respecting  May  Eiddell  dwelt 
in  his  ear.  Why  should  that  quiet,  unas- 
suming girl  be  unhappy  or  unfortunate  ?  and 
what  was  the  wonderful  charm  which  the 
astute  Eussian  thought  she  possessed?  He 
would  try  and  find  out.  After  all,  Madame 
Zavadoskoi  must  have  associated  with  a  queer 
lot  if  such  views  were  the  result  of  her 
experience ! 


CHAPTEE  Yin. 


"  CHIT    CHAT." 


Mademoiselle  Ferret's  ambitious  plans  were 
on  the  whole  successful ;  her  cours  became 
more  numerously  attended,  and  when  Madame 
Falk  was  able  to  dispense  with  her  ama- 
nuensis, May  found  the  energetic  little  woman 
was  glad  to  have  occasional  help  from  her. 

"  But  you  must  practise,  my  dear  child ; 
these  weeks  of  tiresome  writing  have  made 
your  fingers  rusty  ;  try  and  get  an  hour's  work 
each  day." 

And  May  tried  very  willingly. 

The  latter  part  of  Madame  Falk's  enforced 
abstinence  from  writing  had  been  very  trying, 
for  Mr.  Eiddell  was  exceedingly  cross.  The 
newspaper  agent,  on  whose  appreciation  he 
had  so  largely  counted,  had  rejected  his 
paper  as  rather  too  vague  and  discursive,  and 
Mr.  Eiddell  was  quite  upset  by  this  fresh 
proof  of  degeneracy  of  the  age  we  live  in. 

13* 
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He  therefore  grumbled  a  good  deal  at  his 
daughter's  absence,  and  declared  himself 
utterly  neglected  and  forsaken  when  on  a  rare 
occasion  he  found  a  button  missing  from  his 
shirt-front. 

During  this  time  the  only  bits  of  blue  in  his 
cloudy  sky  were  two  visits  from  Ogilvie,  who 
found  it  difficult  to  satisfy  himself  about  the 
*'  Teniers,"  and  finally  proposed  submitting  it 
to  a  friend  of  his,  a  profound  connoisseur,  who 
was  not  just  then  in  Paris. 

May  was  present  at  one  of  these  visits, 
and  felt  considerably  gratified  by  the  manner 
in  which  he  talked  to  her,  especially  as  it 
showed  her  father  that  she  was  not  beneath  the 
notice  of  clever  people. 

She  was  almost  sorry  her  work  with 
Madame  Falk  was  over.  She  enjoyed  the 
occupation  and  interest,  which  made  the  days 
seem  all  too  short ;  moreover,  she  liked  to 
listen  to  the  arguments  which  generally  arose 
between  her  friend  and  Mr.  Carr,  when  he 
used  to  look  in  in  the  late  afternoon — for  they 
seldom  agreed  on  any  subject,  and  Madame 
Falk,  on  some,  did  not  bear  contradiction  well. 
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Leaving  the  house  one  fine  afternoon  to 
indulge  in  the  study  of  an  accompaniment,  at 
the  hour  she  knew  she  would  have  Made- 
moiselle Ferret's  salon  to  herself,  she  found 
herself  face  to  face  with  Ogilvie  a  few  paces 
from  the  door. 

"  I  am  fortunate  in  meeting  you ! "  he 
exclaimed.  "  Another  moment  and  you  would 
have  been  gone  past  recall.  Is  Mr.  Eiddell 
at  home  ?  " 

"  No.     He  wall  be  so  sorry  to  miss  you  !  " 

"  I  must  try  again.  May  I  ask  where  you 
are  going  ?  " 

"  To  the  Eue  C !— to  my  friend  Made- 
moiselle Ferret." 

"  May  I  come  with  you  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  certainly,"  with  unconcealed 
pleasure. 

"Though  you  have  lived  so  long  out  of 
England,  Miss  Eiddell,  you  have  always  been 
English  in  your  freedom  of  movement.  You 
do  not  fear  to  go  about  alone  ?  " 

"  No,  not  in  the  least.  What  can  there  be 
to  fear  in  the  streets  of  a  civilised  town  ?  " 

*'  Well,  not  much  in  dayhght,  I  suppose." 
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"  No  one  ever  interferes  with  me,"  added 
May  simply. 

"  Madame  Falk  is  herself  again,  I  be- 
lieve ? "  resumed  Ogilvie,  "  and  now  that 
you  are  not  so  constantly  occupied  with 
her,  I  have  thought  of  sending  you  one 
or  two  books,  which  I  have  myself  en- 
joyed lately.  I  fancy  they  may  suit  your 
taste." 

"  Thank  you  very  much !  How  good  of 
you  to  think  of  me  !  I  hope  they  will  not 
be  too  far  over  my  head  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  think  they  will ;  you  must  tell 
me  how  you  like  them." 

"  And  what  are  they  ?  " 

"  A  volume  of  historical  essays  by  H , 

which  were  a  good  deal  talked  about  last 
winter,  and  some  account  of  wanderings 
among  the  Magyars  of  the  Pusta." 

"  The  titles  sound  attractive." 

"Well,  I  hope  you  will  find  them  all 
you  expect !  Some  young  ladies  would 
consider  them  dry." 

"  I  shall  tell  you  all  I  think." 

"  A  splendid  promise,  Miss  Eiddell,  if  you 
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will  only  keep  it.  I  should  like  to  know  all 
you  think." 

"  The  '  all '  would  not  amount  to  much,  I 
fear  !  "  said  May  with  a  frank  laugh.  Ogilvie 
did  not  reply  immediately,  then  he  said, 
"  Have  you  and  Miss  Conroy  parted  company  ? 
I  rarely  meet  you  together  now." 

"  She  has  been  very  much  taken  up  with 
her  Eussian  professor,  and  I  have  had  plenty 
to  do,  as  you  know." 

"  Yes.  I  should  fancy  Madame  Falk  must 
miss  her  secretary !  " 

"  She  prefers  doing  her  work  herself,"  said 
May  ;  then  after  a  brief  silence  she  asked, 
"  Are  you  going  to  Madame  Zavadoskoi's 
ball  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so,  though  I  shall  only 
cumber  her  rooms,  for  I  do  not  dance." 

"  But  you  ought !  It  is  delightful  to  dance. 
I  am  looking  forward  with  great  joy  to  it.  I 
have  only  been  to  two  or  three  dances  in  my 
life." 

"You  surprise  me!  I  should  not  have 
imagined  jou  would  care  for  capering  about 
to  music." 
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"  That  is  the  charm  !  Wlienever  I  hear 
lively  music,  I  want  to  move  in  time  to  it.  I 
have  promised  the  first  two  waltzes  to  Mr. 
Carr." 

"  The  devil  you  have  ! "  almost  escaped 
Ogilvie's  lips,  but  he  managed  to  suppress 
them,  and  only  ejaculated,  "  Indeed  !  I  hope 
he  knows  how  to  dance  ?  " 

"  I  imagine  he  does.  He  seems  a — a  natural, 
sensible  man,  and  not  likely  to  attempt  what  I 
cannot  manage  ;  at  all  events  I  am  glad  to  be 
sure  of  twp  dances." 

"  You  have  formed  a  high  estimate  of 
Carr*s  character,  Miss  Eiddell." 

"  Because  I  think  he  can  dance  ?  "  she  asked 
smiling. 

"  No !  Because  you  think  him  a  natural, 
sensible  man !  I  hear  that  the  Conroys  talk 
of  returning  to  England  soon  after  the 
Zavadoskoi  ball ! " 

"  I  fear  they  will !  I  shall  miss  them  very 
much.  My  life  is  rather  monotonous  when 
Frances  is  away." 

"Miss    Conroy  is  many  years  older   than 


ou  ? " 
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"  Oh,  no,  Mr.  Ogilvie.  She  is  barely  two 
years  older  than  I  am." 

*'  As  regards  years,  there  is  not  much 
difference.  But  she  is  so  desperately  serious, 
her  views  and  ambitions  are  so  elderly,  that  I 
doubt  if  she  were  ever  really  young,  even  in 
long  clothes — is  this  your  destination  ?  What 
a  dark  gateway  !  Won't  you  stay  out  in  the 
sunshine  a  little  longer  ?  Come  on  as  far  as 
the  Arc  de  Triomphe,  and  then  return." 

"  Very  well.  I  am  only  going  to  practise 
on  Mademoiselle  Ferret's  piano,  as  she  is 
so  good  as  to  allow  me,  so  I  shall  not  keep 
her  waiting.  She  is  generally  out  at  this 
hour." 

"  You  must  be  a  determined  musician  to 
come  all  this  way  for  the  sake  of  an  hour's  prac- 
tice." Then  May  told  him  how  her  acquaint- 
ance with  Mademoiselle  Ferret  began,  and 
their  talk  flowed  freely  and  sympathetically. 
She  was  surprised  to  find   how  soon   it  was 

time  to  turn  and  go  back  to  the  Eue  C , 

and  even  more  surprised  to  feel  so  much  at 
home  with  sUch  a  man. 

When  Ogilvie  had  said  good  morning,  he 
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walked  oa  towards  tlie  Rue  de  Rivoli  in  deep 
thought. 

He  was  by  no  means  a  weak  man.  He  had 
usually  a  very  distinct  idea  of  what  he 
wanted,  and  an  exceedingh'  pertinacious 
method  of  obtaining  it.  He  had,  after  a 
few  early  struggles,  been  steadily  successful, 
and  had  formed  tolerably  ambitious  plans  for 
the  future.  He  was  therefore  puzzled  and 
annoyed  with  himself  to  find  how  strongly  he 
was  attracted  by  an  obscure,  penniless  girl, 
who  was  not  to  be  thought  of  under  any  aspect. 
"  It  is  impossible  I  can  be  growing  idiotic 
now  that  I  have  passed  the  age  of  youthful 
folly,  yet  to  allow  myself  to  be  irritated  and 
fevered  by  an  insane  whim,  which  cannot  be 
indulged,  is  unworthy  a  man  of  my  ex- 
perience. No  royal  princess  is  more  inac- 
cessible than  May  Eiddell.  I  know  I  ought 
to  put  her  out  of  my  mind,  yet  she  haunts  me, 
and  the  desire  to  meet  her,  to  talk  with  her, 
to  look  into  her  eyes,  is  nearly  irresistible.  I 
shall  leave  Paris  as  soon  as  I  can,  though  it 
is  quite  possible  that  distance  may  lend 
enchantment  to  the  view  !     That  girl  is  quite 
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a  new  specimen  to  me  !  Why  do  not  women 
understand  the  potent  charm  that  naturalness 
and  reahty  create  ?  If  they  could  only  for- 
get tliat  all  men  are  possible  lovers,  they 
would  be  so  much  more  delightful!  How 
would  a  platonic  friendship  do  with  this 
sweet  Psyche  ?  It  might  lead  to  very  pleasant 
relations ;  an  intellectual  love  affair  would 
abound  in  possibilities,  and  create  no  links 
that  might  not  be  broken,  only  I  do  not 
know  how  far  I  could  trust  myself !  But  all 
this  is  folly !  I  shall  go  and  steep  myself  in 
worldliness  and  scepticism !  It  is  about  the 
time  when  the  Zavadoskoi  is  at  home" — and 
he  hailed  a  fiacre. 

Meantime  Madame  Falk,  who  was  quite  re- 
stored to  her  usually  steady  cheerfulnes;=  by  the 
restoration  of  her  freedom  from  the  necessity 
of  being  "  helped,"  was  as  busy  as  ever,  and 
highly  pleased  at  being  asked  to  contribute  a 
weekly  article  on  foreign  politics  to  an 
English  provincial  paper. 

"  I  am  sure  I  do  not  exactly  know  how  I 
am  to  make  it  up ! "  she  said  to  her  friend 
and    partner,    Sarah   Barton,    as   she  sat    at 
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tea  in  the  salon  after  returning  from  her 
perambulations  on  the  same  afternoon.  "  I 
suppose  I  must  gather  up  the  crumbs  that 
fall  from  other  people's  brains  in  the  various 
newspapers,  and  bake  them  over  again  in  my 
own  intellectual  oven.  It  is  delightful  to  be 
able  to  do  all  my  own  work  again,  though 
really  May  was  a  capital  secretary,  so  atten- 
tive and  painstaking.  I  should  rather  like  her 
for  a  daughter." 

"  Well,  I  do  not  know.  She  has  a  will  of 
her  own." 

"  And  no  woman  is  worth  her  salt  without 
one." 

"A  gentleman  seeks  Madame,"  said 
Adrienne,  entering.  "  The  tall  English 
gentleman." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Carr.  Yes,  admit  him,  but," 
to  Miss  Barton,  "  I  must  let  him  know  that  I 
am  in  harness  again,  and  can  only  see  my 
friends  on  Sunday.  Good  morning,  Mr.  Carr, 
very  glad  to  be  at  home  and  at  rest  for  half- 
an-hour,  as  you  have  come,  but  now  that  I 
am  a  convalescent  you  have  little  chances  of 
seeing  me  except  on  Sundays." 
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"Very  well,  I  shall  remember  Madame 
Falk.  Good-morning,  Miss  Barton  !  And  so 
you  are  all  right  again  ?  " 

"Yes,  perfectly,  and  have  dismissed  my 
secretary." 

"  She  will  be  sorry  for  that.  I  was  coming 
up  here  twenty  minutes  ago  when  I  overtook 
Mr.  Eiddell  on  the  stairs  ;  he  asked  me  if  I 
were  going  to  call  on  him,  so  I  felt  obliged  to 
say  I  was.  He  was  uncommonly  civil,  but 
Miss  Eiddell  was  out,  and  the  Herr  Papa  is 
not  a  lively  old  gentleman.  He  growls — no, 
nothing  half  so  strong,  he  snarls — at  every- 
thing." 

"He  certainly  has  not  a  genial  nature," 
said  Madame  Falk,  laughing.  "I  often 
wonder  how  such  a  kind-hearted,  sensible 
girl  as  May  comes  to  be  his  daughter.  But 
he  can  be  pleasant  enough  sometimes." 

"  At  any  rate,  he  seems  very  fond  of  Miss 
Eiddell.     I  suppose  he  can't  help  that  ?  " 

"Fond  of  her!  perhaps,  as  something 
useful,"  cried  the  irrepressible  Sarah,  "but 
he  wouldn't  walk  across  the  street  to  save — 
her  Hfe,  I  was  going  to  say,  but  I  suppose  he 
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would  do  that  much.  I  remember  when  she 
first  came  here,  nearly  five  years  ago — or  is 
it  six  ? — she  was  a  half-grown  girl ;  she  was 
always  very  quiet  and  thoughtful,  but  there 
was  a  bright,  happy  look  in  her  eyes  that 
gradually  died  out  of  them.  About  a  year 
after,  she  had  a  sharp  attack  of  typhoid 
fever,  and  Mr.  Eiddell  left  the  house  to  avoid 
infection.  Of  course,  he  got  her  a  nurse,  but 
Esther,  Madame  Falk,  used  to  go  in  and  out 
and  look  after  her.  And  when  the  poor 
child  came  to  herself  and  learned  from  the 
nurse's  chatter  that  her  father  had  left  her 
it  threw  her  back  for  days.  That  opened  her 
eyes,  and  they  have  been  pretty  wide  open 
ever  since." 

"  My  dear  Sarah,  Mr.  Carr  will  be  tired  of 
such  long  details." 

"  No,  by  no  means,  Madame  Falk,  but  it's 
hard  lines  for  a  girl  to  live  with  such  a 
heartless  chap." 

"  Oh,  you  know,  he  is  by  no  means 
unkind." 

"  Isn't  he  though.  Well,  a  mother  is  a  great 
loss  to  a  man,  it  must  be  awful  to  a  girl.'* 
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"  No  doubt,"  returned  Madame  Falk,  and  a 
sad,  far-away  look  came  into  her  eyes. 

"  Anyhow,  I  hope  she  will  enjoy  the  ball. 
It  is  well  to  throw  off  dull  care  sometimes." 

"  Oh,  healthy  young  people  can  always  do 
that.  I  hear  you  are  tired  of  our  bright 
Paris,  and  think  of  leaving  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  want  to  take  a  look  round  the  rest 
of  Europe  before  I  go  home." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  Australia  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  shall  stick  to  my  own  country." 

"  You  are  right,  Mr.  Carr,  and  you  have 
the  immense  advantage  of  starting  in  a  new 
country  with  all  the  experience  of  our  race 
to  help  you ;  you  need  not  pass  through  a 
paralysing  stage  of  feudalism,  or  aristocratic 
tyranny,  and  all  the  bitter  wrong  it  entails. 
You  will  be  able  to  show  what  true  liberty  and 
equal  political  rights  will  do  for  society,"  cried 
Madame  Falk,  who  was  an  ardent  democrat. 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  that  we  are  much  the 
better  for  the  experience  of  others,"  said 
Carr  slowly.  "  FeudaHsm  and  all  that  came 
of  it  had  very  bad  sides,  but  it  disciplined 
the  race  as  nothing  else  would  have  done. 
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and  made  the  first  rough-hewn  course  of  the 
modern  edifice  we  call  civilisation." 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Carr,  you  astonish  me ! " 
cried  Madame  Falk.  "  You— brought  up  as 
you  have  been  in  a  young  community 
untainted  with  the  preposterous  traditions 
of  an  efiete  society,  you  appear  to  be  sunk 
in  Toryism." 

"  No,  Madame  Talk,  I  am  not.  I  would 
never  keep  down  any  man  who  is  ready  and 
able  to  work  up,  but  I  would  let  him  work. 
I  would  not  take  him  from  the  fields  or  the 
mine  or  forecastle,  and  put  him  beside  an 
educated  gentleman  on  the  same  bench,  and 
bid  them  be  friends  and  equals,  nor  should  I 
be  content  that  my  son,  whose  training  and 
education  is  part  of  my  bequest  to  him, 
should  be,  in  a  sense,  robbed  of  so  much  of 
his  birthright,  by  finding  himself  no  better 
placed  than  the  navvy  whose  boots  are  still 
heavy  with  yellow  clay.  Moreover,  no 
opinions  or  theories  or  democratic  efforts 
can  efface  one  of  Nature's  first  laws — in- 
equality; education  and  training  are  neces- 
sary to  fit  a  man  for  elective  rights.     Help 
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all  to  get  them  for  themselves,  and  especially 
for  their  children.  But  if  there  is  anything 
especially  absurd  in  politics  it  is  manhood 
suffrage." 

"  You  are  a  terrible  heretic,"  cried  Madame 
Palk.  "  Is  a  money  qualification  any  better 
than  a  manhood  qualification  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is.  For  the  money  must  be 
earned,  and  the  earning  proves  certain 
staying-powers,  which  fit  a  man  for  the  first 
steps  in  legislation."  But  Madame  Talk 
interrupted  him  with  a  torrent  of  queries 
as  to  the  educational  influence  produced  by 
the  possession  of  political  responsibilities,  but 
she  found  Carr  a  tough  antagonist. 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Miss  Barton,  "  I  have 
no  faith  in  any  politics  which  do  not  lower 
the  price  of  meat.  It  is  quite  shameless  the 
way  in  which  the  butchers  rob  the  public." 

Here  the  discussion  was  arrested  by  the 
arrival  of  Miss  Conroy,  who  looked  very 
youthful  and  fair  in  a  charming  Spring 
costume,  and  a  branch  of  lilac  in  her  hat. 

"  I  have  been  calling  May,  but  she  is  out. 
Where    has  she  gone,    Madame  Falk  ?     She 
VOL.  I.  14 
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goes  out  so  little.  I  have  hardly  seen  her 
since  you  hurt  your  wrist.  I  have  been 
rather  absorbed  in  my  Eussian  lessons,  and 
just  as  I  was  getting  on,  my  father  insists  on 
our  going  to  London.  I  do  not  find  London 
interesting.  I  should  prefer  going  to  Audeley 
Chase.  I  want  to  see  how  my  school  is 
progressing.  You  must  come  over  and  pay 
us  a  visit,  dear  Madame  Falk.  I  should  like 
you  to  see  the  costume  I  make  my  girls  wear. 
They  are  a  little  troublesome  about  it — for 
they  have  no  artistic  taste." 

"  Thank  you,  dear.  But  I  do  not  feel  as  if 
I  could  go  to  the  old  place  yet  awhile." 

"  It  is  amazing  how  obstinate  you  and  May 
are  about  not  coming  to  us,"  cried  Miss 
Conroy,  "  and  really  it  is  the  easiest  journey, 
only  four  hours  from  London,  and  a  delightful 
train  at  11.30.  We  are  not  more  than  six 
miles  from  the  station,  and  you  arrive  in  good 
time  for  afternoon-tea." 

"I  can  only  be  responsible  for  my  own 
obstinacy,"  returned  Madame  Falk;  "but  I 
must  say  that  May  cannot  very  well  leave 
her  father,  at  least,  he  would  not  like  it." 
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"He  is  exceedingly  tiresome.  Madame 
Zavadosko'i  promises  to  pay  us  a  visit  in  the 
Autumn,  and  we  must  get  up  a  pleasant 
party  for  her.  She  knows  London,  but  has 
not  seen  anything  of  English  country  life." 

"That  must  be  the  best  worth  seeing," 
exclaimed  Carr,  and  then  added  with  a  frank 
laugh,  "  Don't  think  I  am  fishing  for  an  invita- 
tion. I  hope  to  be  on  the  high  seas  on  my  way 
back  in  September  ;  I  shall  keep  the  study  of 
English  country  life  for  some  future  visit." 

"  I  am  sure  my  father  would  be  very 
happy  to  see  you,  Mr.  Carr,"  said  Frances 
with  formal  politeness. 

"  Thank  you.  Miss  Conroy !  I  know  I  am 
always  pleased  to  see  him.  He  is  a  delightful 
picture  of  an  English  country  gentleman.  He 
ought  to  take  a  cruise  out  to  Australia.  Next 
year  I  shall  have  a  house  to  receive  my 
friends." 

"  May  I  come  too  ?  "  asked  Frances,  with  a 
gracious,  condescending  smile. 

"  Need  the  sun  ask  leave  to  shine  ? "  ex- 
claimed Carr  laughing.  "  You  would  do  me 
the  highest  honour." 

14* 
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"  You  are  too  good,  Mr.  Carr.  Madame 
Talk,  you  know  Monsieur  Desfosses,  the  great 
geologist  ?  " 

"Not  very  much,  but  I  do  know  him." 
"  I  am  most  anxious  to  be  introduced  to 
him.  They  say  he  discovered  a  set  of  false 
teeth  in  a  cave  somewhere  in  Norway,  which 
seems  to  be  a  strong  proof  of  the  high 
civilisation  existing  in  the  pre- Adamite  age. 
Monsieur  Desfosses  is,  they  say,  writing  an 
account  of  the  races  inhabiting  Scandinavia 
when  it  possessed  a  tropical  climate,  chiefly 
founded  on  his  discoveries  in  this  cave." 

"I  have  heard  that  Cuvier  could  recon- 
struct an  animal  completely  and  accurately, 
if  you  only  gave  him  an  original  tooth,  but 
your  man  is  far  more  wonderful.  He  can 
build  up  a  whole  race  on  false  teeth,"  cried 
Miss  Barton. 

"  Yery  well,  Frances."  said  Madame  Falk, 
with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye,  "  I  will  bring  him 
to  see  you.'* 

"  Thank  you  ever  so  much !  I  am  trying 
to  persuade  my  mother  to  give  a  literary 
and  scientific  soiree    before  we   leave.     You 
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must  bring  all  your  professional  friends,  dear 
Madame  Falk,  and  generally  help  me.  Would 
it  not  be  very  nice  to  have  curious  photo- 
graphs and  specimens  of  things  in  one  of  the 
rooms  to  create  subjects  for  conversation? 
Do  you  think  M.  Desfosses  would  lend  me 
his  teeth  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  they  are  too  precious.  But 
there's  that  man  who  has  a  case  full  of  lovely 
sets  outside  his  door  in  the  Eue  Eoyale. 
am  sure  he  would  let  you  have  a  set  on  hire,* 
cried  Madame  Talk  with  a  hearty  laugh,  "  and 
no  one  would  know  the  difference." 

"  My  dear  Madame  Falk !  do  you  think  I 
would  deceive  my  guest  ?  "  returned  Frances, 
who  had  not  a  spark  of  humour,  and  when- 
ever she  perceived  it,  resented  a  jest  as  a 
personal  affront. 

"  I  will  ask  him  if  you  like,  Frances." 

"  Or  introduce  him,  and  let  Miss  Conroy 
ask  him  herself,"  said  Carr. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Carr,  you  evidently  think  her  a 
more  persuasive  person  than  /  am,  and  I  dare- 
say you  are  right,"  said  Madame  Falk,  shaking 
her  head  at  him. 
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"  I  am  sorry  I  spoke,"  he  exclaimed  peni- 
tentially. 

"  I  will  say  good-bye,  Madame  Talk,"  said 
Miss  Conroy,  who  did  not  like  the  turn  the 
conversation  had  taken.  "Perhaps  I  shall 
find  May  Eiddell  as  I  go  down." 

"  Allow  me  to  accompany  you,  Miss  Conroy. 
I  have  been  inflicting  myself  for  a  long  time 
on  these  ladies.  I  shall  remember  that  I  am 
to  present  myself  only  on  Sundays,"  and  Carr 
shook  hands  in  his  cordial  free  fashion  with 
Madame  Talk. 

"  There  is  something  I  like  and  dislike  too 
about  that  young  man,"  she  said  when  he  had 
gone.  "  His  opinions  are  very  unsound ; 
he  is  too  conscious  of  having  his  pockets 
well  lined ;  really,  riches  ruin  people, 
always  excepting  Herbert  Conroy.  There 
is  something  about  Mr.  Carr's  eyes  that 
seems  familiar  to  me!  Perhaps  I  met  him 
in  some  other  state  of  existence,  as  our 
Theosophist  friends  would  suggest.  He  is 
not  unintelligent,  but  intensely  English  for  a 
colonist." 

"  And  so   much  the  better  ! "  quoth  Miss 
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Barton,  "  for  go  where  you  will  you  find 
nothing  like  an  Englishman." 

"  You  are  frightfully  prejudiced,  Sarah!  " 

Meantime  Frances  Conroy  found  her  friend 
just  come  in,  and  still  wearing  her  hat,  while 
untying  a  small  bunch  of  violets  previous  to 
placing  them  in  a  cup  of  water.  She  was  in 
the  little  salon,  which  was  looking  as  pretty 
as  she  could  make  it  on  her  scant  means,  a 
few  cushions  covered  with  her  own  needle- 
work, fresh  white  curtains,  and  a  pot  of  fern 
on  the  carefully  cleaned  stove. 

"  Oh,  Frances  !  "  exclaimed  May,  "  I  am 
glad  you  have  come  back,  I  was  so  vexed  to 
miss  you,  for  you  have  not  been  here  for  a 
long  time." 

"  No,  May,  I  have  not !  I  have  been,  as 
you  know,  greatly  occupied.  How  pretty 
your  room  looks,  you  have  taste,  and  you 
care  for  these  small  matters.  I  do  not  seem 
to  have  time  to  think  of  small  things." 

"  And  you  have  your  prettinesses  done  for 
you,"  returned  May  laughing ;  "yes,  your  tastes 
are  much  more  grave  than  mine.  And  so  you 
are  going  away  soon — I  shall  miss  you  terribly." 
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"  I  am  afraid  you  will ;  but,  May,  you 
ought  to  take  up  some  serious  study,  say 
geology,  or,  ethnology,  both  are  very  absorb- 
ing. At  present  I  am  greatly  fascinated  with 
Eussian,  and  Professor  Gobbleowski  says  I 
am  making  extraordinary  progress.  I  shall 
renew  my  studies  next  winter,  for  I  hope  to 
return." 

"  I  am  sure  so  do  I,  dear  Frances  !  " 

"Dear  Frances,"  meanwhile  took  up  a 
book  which  lay  on  a  small  work-table. 

"  '  Bracebridge  Hall '  "  she  exclaimed. 
"  What  an  old-fashioned  book  ;  you  ought  to 
try  and  keep  up  with  the  times,  May." 

"  But  '  Bracebridge  Hall '  is  quite  de- ' 
lightful,  you  must  read  it,  and  you  will  feel 
its  charm,  it  is  like  listening  to  the  quiet  talk 
of  some  dehcately  observant  friend,  who  speaks 
with  unstudied  grace  out  of  the  treasure  house 
of  his  mind." 

"  Still  it  must  be  quite  a  bygone  style !  Now 
I  am  very  modern  in  my  tastes  and  ideas." 

"  Well,  I  am  going  to  read  some  new 
books.  I  met  Mr.  Ogilvie  to-day,  and  he  says 
he  is  going  to  lend  me  some  essays  (I  forget 
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the  name  of  the  author),  they  have  been 
greatly  admired.  I  am  very  glad,  I  so  seldom 
get  anything  fresh.     It  is  very  kind  of  him." 

"Very,"  returned  Frances,  opening  her 
eyes,  "  and  very  surprising.  I  must  say  Mr. 
Ogilvie  gives  me  the  idea  of  being  too  hard 
and  selfish  to  be  kind  or  considerate  to  any- 
one. In  fact,  he  thinks  himself  so  intellectual 
that  he  doubts  everyone  else's  abilities.  He 
laughed  almost  rudely  at  a  theory  I  suggested 
the  other  day  about  the  future  of  the  negro 
race.  I  must  say  that  men  quite  as  clever 
as  he  is  have  thought  me  worth  listening  to. 
No  doubt  he  is  a  very  rising  man.  He  ought 
to  go  into  Parliament,  but  I  suppose  he  hasn't 
much  money." 

"  He  seems  to  me  rich,"  said  May.  "  He 
has  a  horse,  and  somehow  he  looks  rich  and 
important." 

"  Oh  !  I  do  not  mean  that  he  is  poor.  I 
fancy  he  is  a  very  rising  man,  but  he  thinks  too 
much  of  himself.  It  is  a  great  mistake,"  she 
continued  solemnly,  "  to  form  too  high  an 
estimate  of  self.  Tell  me,  May,  what  are  you 
going  to  wear  at  Madame  Zavadoskoi's  ball  ?  " 
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"  The  same  dress  I  wore  at  her  soiree.'' 

"  Ah,  well,  it  was  very  nice,  but  I  know  my 
mother  wants  to  make  you  a  little  present 
before  we  leave  ;  would  you  like  a  pretty 
evening  dress  ?  " 

"Mrs.  Conroy  is  too  good,  and  I  am 
ashamed  to  accept  more  from  her — why,  my 
best  winter  dress  is  her  gift  only  a  year  ago  ! 
Indeed,  dear  Frances,  the  last  thing  I  should 
wish  for  is  an  evening  dress — I  rarely  want 
one !  " 

"•  Very  well,  I  think  you  are  right,  I  will 
tell  her !  Come  and  dine  with  us,  May,  to- 
morrow !  We  shall  be  alone.  I  want  to 
show  3^0 u  my  plan  of  work  for  the  next  six 
months.  Do  you  know  Mr.  Thompson,  the 
correspondent  of  The  Evening  Intelligence, 
tells  me  I  ought  to  try  essay  writing — as  I  am 
famihar  with  so  many  subjects  that  I  ought 
to  do  well.  I  must  talk  to  you  more  about 
this  ;  really  I  enjoy  telling  you  all  my  plans. 
You  may  not  be  highly  intellectual,  dear 
May,  but  you  are  delightfully  sympathetic! 
Now,  good-bye  !     Come  early  to-morrow  !  " 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

MADAME  ZAVADOSKOl's   EALL. 

It  came  at  last,  the  evening  to  which  May 
had  looked  forward  with  an  amount  of  anti- 
cipation very  unusual  with  her.  Her  "  going 
out "  hitherto  had  not  been  exhilarating. 
She  had  been  generally  treated  as  a  sort  of 
appendage  to  Miss  Herbert  Conroy,  and 
though  meeting  with  a  certain  degree  of 
civility,  no  one  seemed  to  regard  her  as  an 
individual.  Her  unobtrusive  tranquillity  im- 
pressed the  few  who  noticed  her  with  the  idea 
that  she  was  shy,  and  shy  people  are  tiresome, 
especially  when  they  are  nobodies. 

The  first  person  who  seemed  to  consider 
her  a  separate  entity  was  M.  Achille  Dupont, 
and  she  was  ungrateful  enough  to  find  him 
decidedly  uninteresting.  Her  astonishment 
at  his  proposal  of  marriage  startled  her  into 
thinking  about  him,  but  his  readiness,  as  she 
considered  it,  to  resign  her  on  the  first  oppo- 
sition suggested  that  she  was  not  worth  much 
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trouble.  She  did  her  admirer  injustice.  M. 
Achille  was  an  honest-hearted  little  fellow,  and 
if  left  to  himself  would  gladly  have  married 
her  without  fortune.  She  did  not  realise  the 
impossibihty  of  a  Frenchman  marrying  with- 
out the  consent  of  relatives  on  both  sides, 
even  to  the  third  and  fourth  generation. 

But  the  fact  of  finding  herself  sought 
counterbalanced  the  persistent  suppression 
she  experienced  from  her  father.  She  had 
for  long  been  dimly  conscious  that  she  was 
not  so  dull,  not  so  idea-less,  as  people  seemed 
to  think.  This  did  not  trouble  her  in  the 
least ;  she  had  great  enjoyment  in  her  own 
power  of  observation  ;  she  found  appreciation 
with  Madame  Talk,  and  unbounded  con- 
fidence from  Frances  Conroy,  who  for  a  con- 
siderable time  she  considered  quite  a  genius. 
Latterly  she  was  rather  shocked  at  her  own 
disloyalty  to  her  friend,  as  the  perception 
that  Frances  was  a  sham — though  an  honest 
sham — grew  upon  her. 

Frances  intended  to  be  true,  and  thought 
herseK  true,  but  her  thirst  for  information, 
her  eagerness  to  undertake  many  and  various 
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Studies,  arose  from  a  profound  desire  for 
exceptional  distinction,  and  this  spurious 
earnestness  was  intensified  by  the  absence  of 
any  sense  of  humour. 

Nothing  was  wanting  to  make  the  Zava- 
doskoi  ball  a  success.  Large  rooms,  abundant 
lights,  good  music,  a  lavish  display  of  lovely 
flowers,  a  big  conservatory  amply  supplied 
with  palms  and  tropical  plants,  among  which 
a  fountain  played,  reflecting  the  soft  light  of 
the  moon-like  lamps  ;  above  all,  the  crowd 
was  not  too  great.  Madame  Zavadoskoi  had 
been  very  exclusive  in  selecting  her  guests,'  as 
she  was  absolutely  indifferent  about  giving 
offence  save  to  the  very  few  she  really  liked. 

"  We  must  not  be  late,"  said  Madame  Falk, 
who  looked  in  on  May  to  arrange  the  time  of 
starting  for  the  festive  scene,  as  she  returned 
home  to  dinner,  "  or  you  will  get  no  dancing." 

''  I  suppose  Mr.  Carr  will  not  forget  he 
asked  me  to  waltz  ;  if  he  does  not,  I  shall 
think  myself  lucky  to  have  two  dances, 
knowing  as  few  people  as  I  do." 

"  Oh,  he  will  not  forget,  but  we  ought  to 
be  in  good  time  or  you  may  miss  your  waltz 
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— I  hope  Mr.  Carr  can  dance,  or  it  will  be 
tiresome !  " 

When  May  entered  the  room  where 
Madame  Zavadosko'i  stood  to  receive  her 
company,  she  felt  a  little  bewildered  by  the 
buzz,  the  lights,  the  flashing  of  diamonds,  the 
general  brilliancy,  and  a  sudden  conviction  of 
the  extreme  simplicity  of  her  own  dress,  com- 
pared to  the  exquisite  toilettes  on  every  side, 
but  she  did  not  bestow  much  thought  on  her 
own  deficiencies,  giving  herself  up  to  amused 
contemplation  of  the  scene. 

''  My  son  is  dancing,"  said  the  Countess, 
when  she  had  efreeted  Madame  Falk  and  her 
young  protegee.  "  He  opened  the  ball  with 
Princess  Dolgorouki's  daughter  and,  poor 
boy  !  must  be  rather  bored.  Had  you  not 
better  go  to  the  ball-room,  where  no  doubt 
Mademoiselle  will  find  partners  ?  What 
charming  flowers !  "  she  added,  with  a  quick 
glance  at  a  beautiful  decoration  of  blossoms 
and  delicate  ferns  on  the  corsage  of  May's 
frock,  which  raised  it  to  the  rank  of  a  ball- 
dress. 

"  Yes,  they  are  very  sweet !  " 


MADAME  ZAVADOSKOI'S  BALL.  223 

Then  the  Countess  bowed  and  smiled,  indi- 
cating that  they  might  pass  on. 

The  doorway  was  blocked  with  onlookers, 
and  Madame  Falk  paused  before  attempting 
to  pass  through  the  ball-room  when  Carr, 
coming  up  behind,  suddenly  addressed  them  : 

"  I  must  have  missed  you  when  you  came 
in,  Madame  Falk,  for  I  was  in  the  vestibule, 
looking  out  for  you,  when  a  man  1  knew  in 
London  came  up  to  speak  to  me,  and  I 
suppose  you  passed  just  then.  The  next  will 
be  our  waltz,  Miss  Eiddell ! "  The  quadrille 
music  ceased  as  he  spoke,  and  he  offered  her 
his  arm. 

"  I  shall  sit  down  near  the  door,"  said 
Madame  Falk,  "  and  look  at  the  dancing — 
what  lovely  fresh  toilettes  there  are — quite  a 
study !     You  will  know  where  to  find  me." 

Though  May  knew  very  little  of  Mr.  Carr, 
and  had  never  noticed  him  much,  it  gave  her 
a  sudden  sense  of  comfort  and  security  to  find 
her  arm  resting  on  his  in  this  strange  crowd, 
to  meet  his  frank,  good-humoured  eyes,  and 
feel  that  he  was  able  and  willing  to  take  care 
of  her  ;  she  noticed  too,  with  some  surprise. 
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the  number  of  people  who  spoke  and  nodded 
to  him. 

"  This  is  a  gay  and  festive  scene,  is  it  not, 
Miss  Eiddell  ?  "  he  said  as  they  walked  to  the 
top  of  the  room.  "  Capital  floor.  Are  you 
fond  of  dancing  ?  " 

"  Yes,  that  is,  I  have  deeply  enjoyed  the 
little  I  have  had,  and  you  ?  Have  you 
danced  much  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  you  are  afraid  I  am  an  uncouth 
barbarian  who  will  come  to  grief  and  drag 
you  down  with  me.  I  can  tell  you  I  have 
flourished  the  light  fantastic  toe  considerably 
in  our  "  Antipodes,"  and  went  to  a  good 
many  dances  in  London  After  riding,  I  like 
dancing  best,  so  you  need  not  fear  to  trust 
yourself  with  me." 

"  Indeed  I  am  not,  Mr.  Carr,"  looking  up 
with  smiling  eyes  to  his,  with  an  odd  feeling 
of  being  at  home  with  him.  The  music  struck 
up  one  of  Waldteufel's  delicious  waltzes,  and 
they  were  soon  in  full  swing. 

Carr  found  May  a  better  partner  than  he 
expected  ;  she  had  an  excellent  ear,  a  light 
step,  and  a  soft  pliant  figure,  and  she,  feeling 
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secure  in  liis  steadiness,  his  skill  in  steering, 
his  watchful  care  of  her,  gave  herself  up  to 
the  pleasure  of  the  moment.  Once,  when  he 
had  by  a  sudden  whirl  saved  her  from  a 
collision,  she  look  up  to  him  with  a  smile 
which,  however  bright,  was  never  quite  un- 
tinged  with  sadness  and  said  :  "  That  was 
well  done !  you  dance  like  an  American." 

"  Thank  you  for  the  compliment.  Then 
you  won't  mind  keeping  your  promise  of  the 
next  waltz,  Miss  Eiddell  ?  " 

"  Oh  no  ;  I  shall  be  very  pleased  to  dance 
with  you." 

"  Shall  I  find  you  here  when  the  quadrille 
is  over  ?  "  he  asked  when  he  took  her  back  to 
Madame  Falk. 

"  Shall  we  be  here  ?  "  asked  May,  passing 
the  question  on  to  her  chaperon. 

"  Yes,  yes  !  we  see  everyone  and  everything 
here,"  was  the  quick  response. 

From  where  they  sat  they  could  see  through 
the  doorway  into  the  adjoining  room,  and  May 
was  much  interested  to  watch  the  coming  and 
going  of  the  distinguished  company,  all  the  more, 
as  she  had  hitherto  looked  in  vain  for  Ogilvie. 
VOL.  I.  15 
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"  I  suppose  Mr.  Ogilvie  will  be  here,"  she 
said  at  length. 

"  Oh  yes.  He  is  here,  I  saw  him  a  few 
minutes  ago,"  returned  Madame  Falk,  "  but 
he  did  not  come  into  this  room." 

A  little  disappointment  flitted  like  a  faint 
white  mist  over  her  unusually  sunny  mood. 
He  had  so  wide  an  acquaintance  among  the 
members  of  Madame  Zavadoskoi's  set,  that 
perhaps  he  would  not  have  time  to  come  and 
talk  to  her,  then  she  knew  how  much  she  had 
counted  on  meeting  and  speaking  with  him. 

"  There  he  is !  "  exclaimed  Madame  Talk. 
"  Mr.  Ogilvie  I  mean,  he  is  standing  near  the 
middle  window  talking  to  a  man  with  a  star 
and  a  broad  blue  ribbon." 

"  Yes,  I  see  him !  Who  is  the  gentleman 
he  is  speaking  to  ?  " 

"  Lord  D ,   the   English   Ambassador. 

He  has  been  dining  with  the  President,  a 
State  affair,  1  suppose." 

May  did  not  reply  ;  she  noted  with  an  odd 
sense  that  a  gulf  was  slowly  opening 
between  him  and  her  humble  self,  the  ease 
with  which  Ogilvie  seemed  to  converse  with 
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the  great  man  and  the  sort  of  familiarity  in 
the  Ambassador's  manner,  by-and-bye  the 
Countess  Zavadoskoi  swept  up  to  them  in  her 
gorgeous  garment  of  gold  brocade  and  black 

velvet,  and  taking  Lord  D 's  arm,  they 

went  away  together.  Ogilvie  also  disappeared 
and  May  turned  her  eyes  upon  the  dancers, 
and  amused  herself  by  watching  Frances 
Conroy  and  Carr.  Suddenly  she  found 
Ogilvie  beside  her  talking  to  Madame  Palk. 

"  Good  evening,  Miss  Eiddell.  Did  you 
enjoy  your  waltz  as  much  as  you  expected? 
You  were  hard  at  it  when  I  came  in." 

"  It  was  quite  delightful,"  returned  May, 
with  emphasis.  "  I  am  a  little  surprised  you 
do  not  like  to  dance,  Mr.  Ogilvie,  for  you 
enjoy  music." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  to  my  discredit  that  I 
never  did  care  for  dancing.  Now  you  find 
the  fullest  sympathy  on  this  head  from  your 
Australian." 

"  Yes,  he  dances  so  well  he  must  enjoy  it." 
"  Ah,  yes,  I  feel  the  implied  superiority." 
"  As    far   as    dancing   is   concerned,"    she 
returned  smiling. 

15* 
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Here,  a  bright,  keen-looking  Frenchman, 
well  known  in  literature,  came  up  and,  after 
exchanging  a  few  words,  asked  Madame  Falk 
if  she  would  not  accompany  him  to  the 
refreshment  room  and  look  at  some  very  fine 
bronzes  lately  arrived  from  Eussia. 

"I  cannot  leave  my  young  friend,"  said 
Madame  Falk.  "  Her  partner  will  come  to 
seek  her  here." 

"  Leave  her  in  my  charge,"  put  in  Ogilvie.  "I 
am  sedate  enough  for  the  post  of  chaperon." 

"  Oh  thank  you  !  the  quadrille  will  soon  be 
over,  and  Mr.  Carr  will  relieve  guard,"  and 
Madame  Falk  walked  off  with. her  acquaint- 
ance, as  she  was  ever  ready  to  see,  and 
collect  information  about  all  that  was  new. 

"  I  really  do  not  want  relief,"  said  Ogilvie, 
as  he  took  the  seat  Madame  Falk  had  vacated. 
"  I  fancy  you  and  I  could  find  enough  to  talk 
about  for  quarter  of  an  hour  without  boring 
each  other.  Do  you  know  you  are  looking 
very  happy  this  evening  ?  and  your  flowers 
are — charming." 

"  Are  they  not  ?  Frances  Conroy  brought 
them   to  me  in  time  to  be  put  on  my  dress. 
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Indeed  I  have  been  very  fortunate  to-day  ; 
some  one  else  sent  me  some  lovely  flowers, 
but  I  shall  keep  them  to  look  at  and  enjoy 
to-morrow,  and  as  long  as  care  can  keep 
them.  I  cannot  imagine  who  sent  them.  I 
did  think  it  might  be  Madame  Talk  ;  she  is  so 
kind,  but  I  am  sure  she  would  have  brought 
them  herself." 

"  Perhaps  it  was  your  partner,  Carr." 

"  I  do  not  fancy  he  would  think  of  it,  and 
he  does  not  know  what  a  joy  flowers  are  to  me." 

"Your  father?" 

"  My  father,  Mr.  Ogilvie.  Oh,  no,  I  am 
quite  sure  he  would  never  send  them,"  and 
she  laughed  as  if  much  amused. 

"  Then  the  mystery  must  remain  unsolved, 
unless  you  can  think  of  someone  else  who 
knows  your  love  for  flowers." 

"  Indeed  I  cannot,  but  I  am  very  grateful 
to  whoever  sent  them." 

"  Have   you  looked   at   the   books  I  sent 

you?" 

"Yes,  I  have  almost  finished  the  essays, 
and  I  must  thank  you  for  the  great  pleasure 
you  have  given  me.     The  ideas  about  race  and 
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climate  and  the  influence  of  position  on 
national  character  seem  to  open  up  a  new  world 
to  me.  It  was  very  good  of  you  to  let  me 
have  those  delightful  essays." 

"  I  am  amply  repaid  by  your  appreciation," 
and  for  a  few  minutes  May  was  so  warmly 
interested  in  the  discussion  which  followed 
that  she  did  not  notice  the  quadrille  had  come 
to  an  end.  But  the  waltz  which  soon  sounded 
caught  her  attention,  though  Ogilvie  was 
speaking,  when  Carr  suddenly  stood  before 
them. 

"  Our  waltz,  Miss  Eiddell,"  he  said  briefly, 
and  she  instantly  rose  with  a  smile,  while  the 
words  were  arrested  on  Ogilvie's  lips.  "  Oh, 
by-the-way,"  continued  Carr,  "  if  you  see 
Madame  Falk  pray  tell  her  I  will  bring  Miss 
Eiddell  back  here,  for  I  am  engaged  to  Miss 
Wentworth  for  the  Lancers." 

"  Certainly  ;  what  an  indefatigable  dancer 
you  must  be,  my  dear  fellow,"  but  before  he 
could  finish  his  sentence  Carr  had  carried  ofi" 
his  partner. 

"That  was  a  rapid  act,"  said  Ogilvie, 
looking  after   them  with  a  distinct  sense  of 
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irritation.  "  She  was  deuced  ready  to  go 
with  him  too !  Yet  she  is  intelligent,  there 
is  something  graceful  and  natural  in  her  way 
of  expressing  herself,  and  how  extraordinarily 
free  from  self-consciousness  ;  would  she  be  so 
if  she  had  warm  blood  in  her  veins  ?  And 
would  any  woman  be  so  softly  sympathetic  if 
she  were  cold?  Anyhow  that  bushranger 
can  only  admire  her  physique,  yet  even  that 
must  be  beyond  him — at  all  events  he  shall 
not  cut  me  out.  I'd  back  myself  against  him 
with  any  woman,  though  he  is  a  good- 
looking  fellow.  If  it  were  possible  he  should 
dream  of  marriage,  what-  a  chance  for  her ! 
Yet  mere  wealth  and  its  luxuries  would  never 
satisfy  a  girl  of  her  nature,  I  think !  No,  my 
good  Australian  !  You  shall  not  have  it  all 
your  own  way  if  I  can  hinder  you." 

A  curious  fierce,  resolute  look  gleamed  for 
half  a  second  in  his  eyes,  and  a  smile,  not  a 
pleasant  smile,  crisped  his  lips.  He  stood 
watching  the  couple  that  interested  him, 
Carr's  height  enabling  him  to  distinguish 
them  even  at  the  other  side  of  the  room. 
There  was  no  doubt  that   May  Eiddell  was 
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enjoying  her  dance.  She  looked  up  now  and 
then  with  so  bright  a  smile  to  her  partner's 
eyes,  that  Ogilvie  could  not  help  speculating 
on  the  effect  it  must  produce  on  his  heart 
— no,  not  heart,  that  is  an  unknown  quantity 
— on  his  circulation. 

"  Ah  !  Lady  Wrexham  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
recognising  a  stately-looking  lady,  who  had 
just  entered  the  room  and  was  standing  near. 
"  Pray  take  my  seat."  The  offer  was  gladly 
accepted,  and  they  talked  lightly,  the  usual 
Society  gossij),  through  the  rest  of  the  waltz, 
during  which,  though  making  himself  agree- 
able, Ogilvie  never  lost  sight  of  May  and  her 
partner.  At  last  the  dance  was  over,  and 
yet  she  did  not  return.  Lady  Wrexham's 
daughter  rejoined  her,  and  they  went  away 
together  ;  the  dancers  gradually  disappeared 
in  the  direction  of  the  buffet^  still  Ogilvie 
could  not  discern  the  missing  pair.  Could 
Carr  mean  to  give  him  the  slip  ?  Even  while 
he  conjectured,  his  eyes  fixed  on  a  door 
opposite,  the  objectionable  Australian  with 
May  on  his  arm  came  up  behind,  and 
exclaimed  : 
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"  Hey  !  Hasn't  Madame  Falk  come  back  ?  " 
He  spoke  with  some  anxiety. 

"  No,  I  have  not  seen  her ! "  returned 
Ogilvie.  "But  if  you  will  trust  Miss  Eiddell 
with  me  I  will  restore  her  to  her  chaperon." 

"  Thank  you  !  I  am  obliged  to  leave  her, 
you  see  " — to  May — "  or  I  should  certainly  not 
depute  this  duty  to  another." 

"  Oh,  pray  do  not  stay,  if  Mr.  Ogilvie  will 

be  so  good "  began  May,  but  Carr  was 

gone  before  she  could  finish  the  sentence. 
She  laughed  good-humour edly.  ^'  Poor  Mr. 
Carr,"  she  exclaimed,  with  an  evident 
certainty  of  being  understood.  "  I  am  sure 
he  is  very  much  obliged  to  you !  " 

"  And  /  to  him,"  said  Ogilvie,  with  a  tone 
of  sincere  satisfaction,  which  left  no  doubt 
in  May's  mind  that  he  was  quite  willing  to 
take  charge  of  her.  "Now,"  continued 
Ogilvie,  "  I  feel  sure  Madame  Falk  is  much 
too  deep  in  discussion  with  her  learned  escort 
to  return  for  some  time  yet.  Come,  let  us 
have  a  look  at  the  conservatory,  it  is  cool  and 
quiet,  and — we  can  speak  in  comfort  or  be 
sympathetically  silent.     There  is  a  great  deal 
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of  pleasure  in  sympathetic  silence.  Do  you 
not  think  so,  Miss  Eiddell  ?  " 

"  I  scarcely  know,"  returned  May  smiling. 
"I  don't  think  the  people  I  am  fond  of 
are  often  silent.  Frances  always  has  quantities 
to  say,  so  has  dear  Madame  Falk.  Then  my 
father  is — not  a  silent  man" 

"  By  the  way,  he  is  not  here  to-night  P  " 

"  JSTo.  He  did  not  feel  very  well,  and  he 
does  not  care  for  large  parties." 

Here  Ogilvie  bowed  low  to  a  lady  who 
passed  at  the  moment,  and  gave  him  a 
friendly  smile  ;  she  was  simply  dressed  in 
grey  satin,  and  looked  very  distinguished,  but 
was  no  longer  young. 

"What  an  interesting  face!"  exclaimed  May. 

"  And  an  interesting  woman  ! "  returned 
Ogilvie.  "  I  have  known  her  for  some  years. 
Let  us  find  a  comfortable  seat ;  here  is  a  sofa 
behind  this  bank  of  ferns.  It  is  very 
effective — the  whole  arrangement — and  the 
light  deliciously  soft  —  Madame  Zavadoskoi 
has  a  good  deal  of  taste." 

"  It  is  quite  lovely,"  said  May,  with  a  slight 
sigh,  and  they  were  silent  for  a  few  minutes. 
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Her  eyes  grew  dreamy  and  her  thoughts  were 
evidently  far  away. 

"  Are  you  thinking  of  the  somewhat  sombre 
book  I  sent  you  ? "  asked  Ogilvie,  who  had 
watched  her  expression. 

"  I  was  thinking  of  what  it  suggested ! 
What  ages  must  have  passed  before  all  this 
beauty  could  have  been  developed,"  and  she 
made  a  slight  gesture  indicating  their  sur- 
roundings, "  and  also  the  need  for  it  in  men 
and  women." 

Ogilvie  laughed. 

"  Yet  Madame  Zavadoskoi,  the  creator  of 
this  beauty,  is  a  step  or  two  nearer  primitive 
man  than  you  or  I." 

"  How,  Mr.  Ogilvie  ?  "  in  a  tone  of  much 
surprise. 

"  Napoleon  said,  '  Scratch  a  Eussian  and 
you  find  a  Tartar,'  now  we  are  a  little 
advanced  on  a  Tartar." 

"  I  understand.  One  thing  distressed  me 
in  reading  those  essays." 

"  And  that  was  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  It  does  not  seem  that  the  first  men  and 
women    had    any    conscience    or   sentiment, 
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indeed   the}^  must  have   been   very   brutish. 
The  women,  too,  were  barbarously  treated." 

"  Ah,  yes.  I  am  afraid  we  should  not  like 
our  ancestors  if  we  knew  them,  and  to  be 
first  knocked  senseless,  and  then  dragged 
away  captive,  is  not  exactly  the  style  of 
courtship  one  would  like  to  revert  to.  It  is 
rather  a  change,  the  elevation  of  women  from 
ill-treated  slaves  to  queens  of  society.  I 
suppose  in  time  even  marriage  will  be  refined 
ofi'the  face  of  the  earth." 

"  Oh !  we  can  hardly  expect  that,"  returned 
May,  smiling  at  what  she  thought  was  meant 
ironically. 

"  I  mean  what  I  say.  It  is  growing  intolerable 
in  some  aspects.  Yet  fife  without  a  woman's 
companionship  would  be  rather  dreary." 

"  I  should  not  imagine  you  would  find  it 
so,"  said  May. 

"  Why  ?  I  am  afraid  you  have  not  formed 
a  favourable  opinion  of  me.  Miss  Eiddell,  but 
I  assure  you  I  am  far  from  hard  by  nature.  I 
was  once  rather  too  ready  to  look  for  sympathy 
which  I  seldom  found,  and  which  I  have 
learned  not  to  expect." 
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"  I  do  not  tliink  you  hard !  you  have  been 
very  good  to  me  !  but  you  cannot  think  that 
the  time  will  come  when  people  will  not 
marry  ?  " 

Ogilvie  laughed. 

"  That  holy  institution  will  be  largely 
modified,  I  fancy.  As  things  are  at  present 
managed,  marriage  is  almost  forbidden  to 
men  like  myself,  who  are  poor  and  ambitious. 
If  I  were  to  marry,  I  must  marry  a  wealthy 
woman,  and  to  mingle  marriage  and  finance 
is  intolerable  to  me.  My  own  idea  of  happi- 
ness is  the  freedom  of  a  busy  life,  solaced  by 
the  friendship  of  some  intelligent,  tender- 
hearted woman,  who  would  rejoice  in  my 
success,  feel  for  my  failures,  and  give  me  the 
constant  support  of  her  appreciation  and 
sympathy.  Friendship  is  the  noblest  tie  that 
can  link  two  human  hearts  !  " 

"  It  would  be  very  delightful  to  be  thought 
worthy  of  such  friendship,"  said  May,  as  if  to 
herself.  She  was  greatly  impressed  by  such 
an  unexpected  speech  from  Ogilvie,  who  had 
always  seemed  to  her  somewhat  adamantine  in 
his   cool   self-possession  ;    she   could   hardly 
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imagine  his  wanting  anything  from  anyone. 
It  made  him  infinitely  more  interesting  to 
think  that  he  was  so  far  human  and  like 
herself. 

"  That  lady  w^ho  bowed  to  me  just  now, 
she  is  a  woman  for  wiiom  I  have  the  pro- 
foundest  respect ;  she  was  for  years  the  true 
and  devoted  friend  of  a  man  w^ho  was  deeply 
engaged  in  the  Italian  struggle  for  union  and 
emancipation.  I  do  not  know  how  he  would 
have  accomplished  his  share  of  the  task 
without  her  help.  His  wife  was  a  w^ell- 
meaning  nonentity.  He  w^as  married  in  the 
usual  conventional  manner,  of  course,  but 
that  woman  (Madame  Yillari  —  she  is 
American,  and  lost  her  husband  in  the 
early  days  of  their  marriage),  she  was  his 
right  hand." 

"  Yet  I  am  sorry  for  the  wdfe,"  said  May. 
"  It  must  have  been  trying  to  find  that  she 
could  not  help  her  husband  as  much  as  a 
stranger  did." 

"  I  believe  she  w^as  greatly  attached  to 
Madame  Villari,  and  when  her  husband  died 
some   years    ago  his   devoted   friend   played 
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Providence  to  the  family  ;  she  has  been  loyal 
and  faithful  in  no  common  degree." 

May  was  deeply  interested  and  much 
gratified  by  the  confidential  tone  adopted  by 
so  important  a  personage  as  Ogilvie.  How 
impossible  it  was  to  judge  people  at  first 
sight !  She  felt  for  a  minute  or  two  as  if  he 
wanted  to  make  friends  with  herself — but  this 
was  folly.  He  had  no  doubt  adopted  an 
Egeria  long  ago — some  great  lady,  probably  ; 
though  he  spoke  as  if  he  dreamed  of,  rather 
than  possessed,  the  friendship  of  which  he 
spoke  so  highly ;  but  after  a  short  pause 
he  changed  the  subject,  and  soon  May,  she 
scarcely  knew  how,  found  herself  telling  him 
all  about  her  work  with  Mademoiselle  Ferret, 
and  how  she  had  been  permitted  to  play  the 
accompaniment  of  a  duet,  with  which  Made- 
moiselle had  been  quite  satisfied." 

"  Why  do  you  give  yourself  so  much 
trouble  ?  "  asked  Ogilvie,  raising  his  eye- 
brows. 

"I  am  glad  to  do  anything,  and  I  never 
know  what  may  be  useful,"  said  May. 

He   looked    at   her  enquiringly,  while   he 
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said  to  himself,  "  She  doesn't  expect  her 
father  will  leave  her  much,  but  he  cannot  be 
penniless." 

"  Mr.  Eiddell  is  not  very  strong,  I  imagine," 
he  said  aloud. 

"Not  very.  He  is  always  dull  and  low 
when  it  comes  near  the  time  for  going  out  of 
Town." 

"  Where  do  you  generally  go  ?  " 

"My  father  generally  goes  to  Dieppe  or 
TrouviUe." 

"  And  leaves  your  fair  side  all  unguarded, 
lady?" 

"  Oh !  I'm  safe  enough.  I  generally  am  a 
good  deal  with  Madame  Falk  and  Made- 
moiselle Ferret  while  papa  is  away  ;  but  I 
do  not  know  when  Madame  Falk  goes  this 
year." 

"  Ferhaps  you  will  be  left  all  alone  !  " 

"  I  hope  not !  At  all  events,  it  will  not  be 
for  long,  and  I  do  not  mind  being  alone." 

"  You  seem  to  me  to  have  some  rare 
qualities,  Miss  Eiddell ;  you  are  brave,  self- 
relying,  enduring,  hopeful ! " 

"  What  a  splendid  list !  "  interrupted  May, 
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laughing  ;  "  only  I  have  no  claim  to  the  last. 
I  am  certainly  not  hopeful !  I  should  be 
happier  if  I  were !  " 

"  And  are  you  not  happy  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure,"  she  returned,  looking 
away  as  if  into  some  distance,  an  intense 
expression  deepening  her  eyes.  "  Yes,  I  am 
happy  sometimes,  but  not  always.  I  suppose 
no  one  is  !  I  ought  not  to  trouble  you  with 
my  troubles,"  and  the  soft  colour  rose  in  her 
cheek,  as  she  looked  at  him  with  a  depreca- 
ting smile. 

"  Do  you  think  you  trouble  me  ? "  asked 
Ogilyie,  fixing  his  eyes  on  hers  with  a  kind, 
grave  look.  "  You  must  feel  you  do  not.  I 
know  you  are  not  happy — some  day  you 
will  tell  me  why !     Come,  let  us  be  friends ! " 

"  If  you  care  for  my  friendship ! "  began 
May,  her  colour  rising  higher,  when  a 
pleasant  and  familiar  voice  exclaimed  : 

"  My  dear  May,  I  have  been  looking  for  you 
everywhere,"  and  Madame  Falk  came  round 
the  corner  of  the  bank  of  ferns,  leaning  on 
the  arm  of  a  dark  and  somewhat  hairy  young 
man,  who  had  a  soldierly  look.  "  I  was 
VOL.  I.  16 
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tired  of  waiting  for  you  at  our  old  tryst — so 
T  came  in  search  of  you.  Let  me  introduce 
Monsieur  le  Capitaine  de  Beauregard." 

Le  Capitaine  promptly  requested  the  honour 
of  May's  hand  for  the  next  quadrille — so  the 
strange  new  pleasure  of  this  confidential  talk 
was  over. 

For  this  evening  May  saw  Ogilvie  no  more. 
He  went  away  with  Madame  Falk,  and  when 
she  found  her  chaperone  again  it  was  almost 
time  to  go  home,  for  Madame  Falk  did  not 
like  very  late  hours. 

It  had  been  a  charming  evening  ;  but  May 
did  not  know  all  it  meant  for  her. 

Ogilvie  went  away  to  his  comfortable 
bachelor  quarters  in  a  thoughtful  mood. 
He,  too,  had  enjoyed  the  evening  with  a 
keen  fresh  sense  of  pleasure,  such  as  he  had 
not  experienced  for  many  a  day. 

"  It  is  a  curious  game,"  he  thought  to 
himself,  "and  exciting.  Shall  I  attempt  it? 
Or " 

He  did  not  like  to  accept  the  alternative. 


CHAPTER  X. 

"MAN     PROPOSES." 

June  was  now  upon  them.  The  "  Grand 
Prix "  was  over,  and  fashionable  Paris  began 
to  disperse.  The  Conroys,  after  a  brief  stay 
in  London,  had  gone  on  to  Audeley  Chase, 
when  Frances  wrote  regularly  though  not 
very  frequently.  She  had  found  her  school 
sadly  disorganised,  and  most  of  the  scholars 
in  arms  against  the  clumsy  mediaeval  dress 
which  their  patroness  wished  to  impose  upon 
them.  Mr.  Riddell  was  beginning  to  feel  a 
shght  degree  of  low  fever,  which  usually 
showed  itself  at  this  season  of  the  year,  and 
obliged  him,  most  reluctantly,  to  seek  refresh- 
ment at  the  sea-side  at  Dieppe  or  Havre,  for 
he  really  hated  to  leave  his  dear  girl  behind, 
but  then  his  duty  to  her  demanded  that  he 
should  preserve  his  health  and  strength. 

"  I  am  the  last  of  my  race,"  he  would  say, 
as  if  he  belonged  to  a  historical  family,  "  and 

16* 
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if  I  were  taken  she  would  be  unprotected  in 
this  rough  world." 

Meantime  the  dear  girl  turned  and  mended 
and  darned,  aided  by  Leontine,  till  her 
father's  wardrobe  w^as  in  a  state  of  complete 
repair. 

During  this  time  Ogilvie  honoured  Mr. 
Eiddell  with  various  visits,  not  unfrequently 
asking  his  advice  respecting  the  value  of 
sundry  objects  of  art,  antique  trifles,  and 
such  like  bibelots,  marks  of  esteem  that 
confirmed  that  gentleman's  already  high 
estimate  of  himself,  until  he  grew  quite 
patronising  to  his  new  friend. 

To  May  it  seemed  delightfully  natural  to 
see  Mr.  Ogilvie  come  in  and  out  in  an  easy, 
unconventional  way.  His  gifts  of  flowers, 
and  frequent  loan  of  books,  brought  wonder- 
ful enjoyment  and  variety  into  her  life,  with 
which  he  gradually  and  imperceptibly  en- 
twined himself.  It  was  a  quietly  pleasant 
time.  Ogilvie  occasionally  sent  admissions 
to  the  Theatre  Francais  or  the  Opera 
Comique,  to  Eiddell  and  his  daughter,  where 
he  almost  always  joined  them,  and  discussed 
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the  play  or  tlie  music  between  the  acts,  with 
May,  who  had  grown  so  accustomed  to  him 
that  she  had  ceased  to  feel  his  overpowering 
superiority  and  talked  freely  enough  in  his 
presence.  Intellectually,  this  intercourse  was 
extremely  beneficial  to  a  half-educated  girl, 
the  ultimate  good  perhaps  was  problematical. 

It  was  the  last  Sunday  in  the  month,  and 
the  following  Wednesday  Mr.  EiddeU  had 
arranged  to  leave  home  for  ten  days  or  a 
fortnight,  and  had  gone  out  in  the  afternoon 
to  leave  his  card  at  one  or  two  houses,  when 
Ogilvie  rang  at  the  entrance  of  the  entresol. 
(He  had  for  some  time  ceased  to  ask  the 
concierge  for  Mr.  Eiddell.)  Tiie  door  was 
opened  by  May,  in  a  very  pretty  out-door 
costume,  a  silver-grey  barege,  and  a  large 
black  lace  hat,  with  soft  feathers,  a  couple 
of  deep  red  carnations  coquettishly  fastened 
under  the  brim  and  over  the  right  ear. 

"  My  father  is  out,"  she  said,  as  soon  as 
they  had  exchanged  greetings. 

"  And  his  daughter  is  going  out,"  said 
Ogilvie  smiling.  "  I  must  not  detain  you," 
but  he  crossed  the  threshold  as  he  spoke. 
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"  Oh !  I  am  not  obliged  to  go  out 
immediately.  I  am  going  up  to  Madame 
Talk,  and  then  to  take  Mademoiselle  Ferret 
to  the  Bois." 

"  Mademoiselle  Ferret  ?  "  repeated  Ogilvie, 
motioning  May  with  a  polite  wave  of  the 
hand  towards  the  little  salon^  the  door  of 
which  stood  open.  She  mechanically  re- 
turned to  it.  "  She  is  your  musical  friend 
is  she  not — in  the  Eue  C ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  always  enjoys  a  walk  in  the  Bois 
on  Sunday,  and  I  do  not  care  to  sit  here 
alone." 

"  Or  with  Leontine  for  company  ?  " 

"Leontine  is  out  too." 

Ogilvie  looked  at  her  keenly  for  a  moment, 
and  then  averted  his  eyes. 

"  So  you  are  all  alone  ?  You  arrange  your 
flowers  admirably,"  looking  round  the  pretty 
room. 

"  Your  flowers,  Mr.  Ogilvie !  "  exclaimed 
May,  with  a  sweet,  smiling,  upward  look, 
while  a  wave  of  delicate  colour  passed  over 
her  cheek.  "  You  are  so  very  thoughtful 
in  sending  them.     I  seem  quite  rich  when  I 
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am  putting  tliem  in  their  places.  Last  year 
I  had  but  a  beggarly  account  of  empty  bowls 
and  vases." 

"  Last  year  !  "  said  Ogilvie,  dreamily.  "  I 
did  not  know  you  last  year.  The  world 
would  seem  quite  strange  now  without  you — 
and  your  father,"  he  added  after  a  moment's 
pause. 

"  Yes,  it  certainly  would  seem  very  strange 
to  me,"  she  returned  frankly.  "I  little 
thought,  when  I  first  met  you,  we  should 
ever  be  such  friends." 

"  And  friendship  is  such  a  charming  tie, 
strong  and  calm,"  added  Ogilvie.  "I  am 
looking  forward  with  some  dismay  to  a 
compulsory  visit  to  England  next  week.  I 
think,  do  you  know,  I  am  half-afraid  my 
valuable  services  may  be  transferred  from 
Paris  to  London." 

"  What !  Must  you  leave  Paris  ?  "  cried 
May  in  undisguised  apprehension. 

"It  may  be  so,"  he  returned,  with  a 
lingering,  searching  glance.  "  Yet  I  imagine 
it  is  possible  your  father  might  be  induced  to 
undertake  some  literary  work  there." 
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"  I  do  not  think  anything  will  take  him 
away  from  Paris,"  said  May,  shaking  her 
head. 

There  was  a  pause. 

"  Mr.  Eiddell  leaves  town  on  Wednesday," 
resumed  Ogilvie,  "  but  he  tells  me  that  your 
friends  upstairs  will  look  after  you." 

"  Yes — that  is,  they  would  ;  but  Madame 
Falk  thinks  of  going  away  to-morrow  to  some 
place  in  Normandy,  and  as  Miss  Barton  goes 
with  her,  I  do  not  think  they  will  be  back  for 
ten  days  at  least." 

"  Then  you  will  be  quite  alone  ?  " 

"  Mademoiselle  Ferret  will  be  here,  at  least 
I  think  so.  I  have  said  nothing  to  my  father 
or  Madame  Falk  about  their  movements,  it 
would  only  put  them  out ;  each  would  want 
to  stay  with  me." 

Ogilvie  seemed  to  think  for  a  minute. 

"  Do  you  never  go  to  the  sea-side  with  Mr. 
Eiddell?" 

"  Never,"  she  returned  shortly. 

"  Your  toilette  is  very  becoming  to-day," 
was  his  next  remark.  "  I  ought  to  apologize 
for  so    personal  an  observation,    but  friends 
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really  interested  in  each  other  may  indulge 
in  a  certain  degree  of  freedom." 

"  Oh,  yes !  certainly,  so  long  as  it  is  a  note 
of  admiration,"  returned  May,  smiling. 

"  Would  you  not  permit  me  to  find  fault, 
then?" 

"Certainly,  I  should,  if  you  were  quite 
good-natured  and  sincere  about  it." 

"  I  believe  I  should  be  both,  unless " 

He  stopped. 

"Unless  what,  Mr.  Ogilvie  ?  "  asked  May 
earnestly. 

"  I  shall  tell  you  later !  What  a  beautiful 
day,  or  rather  evening  !  Suppose  you  throw 
Mademoiselle  over,  and  come  for  a  drive  to 
St.  Cloud  with  me.  It  would  be  charming  in 
the  woods  there." 

"Yes.  I  am  sure  it  would  be,  but  my 
father   is   coming   and   I   must  not   be  out, 

besides 1  cannot  disappoint  Mademoiselle 

Ferret,  she  has  so  little  pleasure." 

"  Then  you  consider  it  a  pleasure  to  walk 
with  you  ?  " 

"  For  Mademoiselle  Ferret,  yes !  "  replied 
May  laughing. 
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"  So  do  I,"  put  in  Ogilvie  in  a  low  voice. 

"And  now,  Mr.  Ogilvie,"  she  continued, 
"  I  must  pay  my  visit  to  Madame  Falk  or  I 
shall  be  late  for  my  appointment." 

"  Yery  well.  May  I  accompany  you  '  chez 
Madame '  ?  " 

"Yes,  pray  come.  She  will  be  very 
pleased  to  see  you." 

She  rose,  and  they  left  the  apartment.  May 
putting  the  key  in  her  pocket. 

Madame  Falk's  Sundays  were  always  well 
attended.  She  was  a  very  popular  person — 
artists,  male  and  female,  of  various 
nationalities,  were  at  home  there ;  so  were 
more  solid  bourgeois,  and  shrewd,  though 
struggling  lawyers  ;  she  had  a  pleasant  word 
for  each.  Journalists,  of  high  and  low 
degree,  abounded  ;  and  many  a  stray  English 
governess,  adrift  on  the  surface  of  Parisian 
life,  found  comfort  and  encouragement  at  her 
fireside  in  winter  ;  rest  and  refreshing  shade 
behind  her  "jalousies"  in  summer.  To-day 
there  were  only  a  couple  of  American  ladies, 
fresh  from  Yankee-land,  and  Madame  Talk's 
Cockney  nephew. 


"MAN  PKOPOSES."  251 

"  My  father  is  out,  so  I  brought  Mr.  Ogilvie 
to  see  you,  Madame  Talk,"  said  Ma}^ 

"  Quite  right,  my  dear,"  in  a  tone  of  appro- 
bation. "  Very  glad  to  see  you,  Mr  Ogilvie. 
Let  me  present  you  to  Miss  Melinda  P.  Gat- 
combe  of  the  '  Waxahatchie  Eagle  '  and  Mrs. 
Laurence  Scully  of  the  '  Columbian  Star.* 
These  ladies  are  deeply  interested  in  social 
matters,  on  which  they  are  commissioned  to 
report  to  their  respective  journals.  Mr. 
Ogilvie  is  in  the  English  diplomatic  service, 
and  behind  the  scenes  in  most  political 
matters." 

Having  made  this  terrible  avowal  Madame 
Talk  left  her  unfortunate  guest  in  the  hands 
of  the  tormentors,  who  immediately  fell  upon 
and  rent  him. 

Miss  Melinda  was  a  tall,  thin,  and  ex- 
ceedingly nasal  spinster  with  a  puckered, 
pallid  face,  while  Mrs.  L.  Scully  was  a  smiling, 
arch-eyed,  golden-haired  widow,  accustomed 
evidently  to  abject  submission  on  the  part  of 
the  stronger  sex. 

May  bestowed  her  attention  on  the  Cockney 
nephew  whose  three  months'  experience    in 
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Paris  had  not  yet  enabled  him  to  throw  off 
his  insular  maitvais  honte.  She  was  accustomed 
to  meet  him  every  Sunday,  at  least,  at  his 
aunt's,  and  it  was  immense  joy  and  relief  to 
him,  whenever  he  had  a  chance  of  speaking  to 
her  alone.  He  was  soon  in  full  flow  of  conver- 
sation, confiding  to  her,  in  a  low  tone  and  with 
rapid  utterance,  the  beastly  way  that  fellow, 
the  head  clerk,  behaved  to  him  at  the  office. 

Madame  Falk  was  looking  very  handsome 
in  a  reseda  grenadine  and  black  lace,  while 
Miss  Barton  in  stiff  black  silk,  her  head 
bristling  all  over  with  steely-grey  curls,  had 
on  her  best  company  manners,  and  sat  on  an 
uncompromising  chair  nursing  Madame  Falk's 
pet  cat  Ivan,  a  great  furry  beauty,  a  present 
from  Madame  Zavadoskoi.  To  these  enter 
Carr,  who  was  very  cordially  received,  es- 
pecially by  Miss  Barton. 

He  only  bowed  to  May,  not  attempting  to 
disturb  her  conversation  with  the  young 
Enghshman,  and  merely  nodding  to  Ogilvie. 

*'  I  did  not  think  you  were  still  in  Paris, 
Mr.  Carr,"  said  Madame  Falk,  giving  him  a 
cup  of  tea. 
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"  I  am  rather  surprised  at  finding  myself 
here  still,"  he  replied.  "  But  some  Australian 
friends  have  turned  up,  and  I  have  done 
more  sight-seeing  in  a  week  than  I  managed 
in  the  three  months  I  have  been  dawdling 
here  before.  However,  I  start  to-morrow  for 
Switzerland  and  the  Italian  Lakes,  so  I  looked 
in  to  say  good-bye,  hardly  hoping  to  find  you, 
Madame  Talk." 

"  Well,  we  are  off  to-morrow  for  a  month," 
observed  Miss  Barton,  "  at  least,  I  shall  be  a 
month  away,  but  my  cousin  runs  to  and  fro 
to  Paris,  to  pick  up  subjects  and  post  her 
letters.  And  this  dear  creature  must  do  the 
best  he  can  without  us,"  stroking  the  cat. 
"However  May  —  Miss  Eiddell — will  look 
after  him,  he  is  nearly  as  much  at  home  in  the 
entresol  as  here."  Carr,  as  in  duty  bound, 
admired  the  favourite,  who  accepted  his 
advances  in  a  dignified  way. 

"  Madame  Zavadoskoi  and  everyone  except 
yourselves  have  disappeared,"  resumed  Carr, 
"  and  you'll  be  gone  to-morrow." 

They  talked  a  little-  longer  of  their  friends' 
various  destinations. 
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Then  the  fair  American  journalists,  finding 
it  was  impossible  to  extract  anything  from 
the  wary  diplomate,  rose  and  took  leave  ;  as 
soon  as  they  were  gone,  May  followed  their 
example.  "I  will  come  up  as  soon  as  I 
return,"  she  said,  "  and  take  your  last  in- 
structions. When  do  you  start — to-morrow  ?  " 

"  At  ten  :  an  unearthly  hour  !  "  returned 
Madame  Falk.  "I  can  do  almost  anything 
but  get  up  early  !  " 

"  Ten  is  not  so  very  early." 

"Too  early  for  me.  It  means  getting  up 
at  seven.     Where  are  you  going.  May  ?  " 

"  To  the  Eue  C " 

"  May  I  come  with  you  ? "  asked  the 
nephew. 

"  Yes,  certainly,"  and  Carr  '  fancied  there 
was  a  tone,  not  exactly  of  pleasure,  in  her 
voice.  Ogilvie,  who  had  stood  up,  made  a 
step  forward,  then  paused  and  began  to 
caress  the  cat  and  make  enquiries  as  to  his 
pedigree  and  history. 

When  May  left  the  room,  followed  by  her 
radiant  cavalier,  Ogilvie  bade  his  hostess 
good-day  wdth  some  flattering  words  expres- 
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sive  of  his  hope  of  meeting  her  again,  and 
bowed  himself  out.  Carr  was  therefore  left 
in  possession  of  the  premises. 

"Mr.  Ogilvie  is  a  good  specimen  of  a 
cosmopolite  Englishman,"  said  Madame  Falk, 
settling  herself  in  a  comfortable  chair,  "  still 
he  is  supremely  English,  so  collected,  so 
infinitely  master  of  himself,  that  one  is 
tempted  to  doubt  that  he  has  left  any  weeds 
of  human  weakness  to  disfigure  the  carefully 
gravelled  paths  of  consideration  along  which 
he  moves  so  deliberately !  '* 

"  I  don't  fancy  he  has  any  heart  to  vex 
him  with  impulses,"  cried  Miss  Barton,  with  a 
severe  nod.  "  I  am  sure  he  could  be  im- 
placably cruel." 

"  Well,  not  cruel  for  cruelty's  sake,"  re- 
turned Madame  Falk. 

"  No — perhaps  not,"  said  Carr  with  some 
hesitation.  "  He  is  a  very  distinguished  man 
and  can  be  very  agreeable,  but  I  never  forgot 
my  first  impression  of  him  when  I  met  him  at 
the  Conroys'.  I  was  almost  startled  by  his 
likeness  to  Derrick  Strange,  one  of  the  most 
desperate  bushrangers  that  ever  afflicted  the 


256  FOUND  WANTING. 

colony.  He  had  done  some  awful  cruel 
things,  and  generous  ones  too.  His  gang  was 
devoted  to  him,  but  he  was  taken  at  last.  I 
remember  seeing  him  brought  through  our 
station  when  I  was  a  mere  boy,  and  thinking 
him  a  sort  of  hero.  After  the  party  left  our 
place,  Derrick  managed  to  get  one  hand  free, 
snatched  a  revolver  from  the  policeman  who 
guarded  him,  shot  him,  and  then  blew  out  his 
own  brains.  He  knew  there  was  no  chance 
for  him." 

"How  curious  that  a  resemblance  could 
exist  between  such  a  desperado  and  a  highly 
polished,  highly  trained,  honourable  English 
gentleman ! "  said  Madame  Falk  meditatively^ 

"  It  is  the  accident  of  birth  and  education, 
Madame  Falk !  I  can't  help  fancying  that 
Derrick  was  the  making  of  a  fine  fellow,  and 
I  suspect  if  we  could  turn  Ogilvie  inside  out 
we  should  find  more  than  an  exterior  likeness 
between  the  honourable  gentleman  and  the 
criminal.  Ogilvie  gives  me  the  idea  of 
knowing  very  clearly  what  he  wants,  and  not 
stopping  at  trifles  to  get  it." 

"I    have    always    thought    that    careful 
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training  upon  a  well-planned  s^^stem  has  a 
marvellously  transforming  power,"  replied 
Madame  Falk,  who,  in  spite  of  her  practi- 
cality in  action,  was  a  great  theorist. 

Carr  shook  his  head.  "  Believe  me,  nature 
is  the  strongest  always  ;  training  may  modify, 
may  direct  certain  powers  into  different 
grooves,  but  the  force  will  act  very  much  in 
the  same  way  ;  you  can  never  kill  self  in  some 
dispositions,  nor  does  preaching  and  correct- 
ing, nor  self-examination,  do  much  good.  To 
get  up  and  act  is  the  plan ;  one  or  two 
straightforward,  kindly  deeds  are  worth 
months  of  meditation  in  one's  own  chamber. 
Then  you  must  get  hold  of  your  own  will, 
and  there  is  the  rub." 

"  Ah,  yes !  That  is  a  tremendous  question, 
Mr.  Carr." 

"For  my  part,"  said  Miss  Barton,  "I 
believe  one  is  born  good  or  born  bad,  and 
few  have  the  power  to  change  themselves. 
Look  at  Madame  Zavadoskoi !  she  had  every- 
thing in  the  world  to  make  her  selfish — adored 
by  her  mother, ruling  her  brothers — and  if  ever 
there  were  a  set  of  young  rips,  her  brothers 
VOL.   I.  17 
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were — and  just  see  how  kind  and  thouglitful 
and  charitable  she  is." 

"  No  doubt !  but  after  giving  away  abund- 
antly she  has  a  large  margin  left !  " 

"  I  do  not  know  how  it  is,  but  you  never 
seem  able  to  do  Madame  Zavadoskoi  justice, 
Esther,"  cried  Miss  Barton  in  a  huff. 

"  At  all  events  she  is  a  charming  woman," 
said  Carr,  smiling,  "  and  a  very  affectionate 
mother.  I  am  afraid  Count  Alexis  has  been 
playing  very  high  since  he  came  here." 

"And  will  continue  to  play  wherever  he 
goes,"  said  Miss  Barton.  "  Eussian  men  are 
terrible  barbarians,  they  cannot  exist  without 
exterior  excitement." 

"  There  are  plenty  of  men  in  other  races 
just  as  bad.  Miss  Barton  ;  one  must  have  an 
object,  and  to  most — after  ambition — play  is 
the  greatest  excitement,"  said  Carr. 

"  Which  is  yours,  play  or  ambition  ?  "  asked 
Madame  Talk. 

"  Certainly  not  play,  a  mild  sort  of  ambition, 
perhaps." 

"  What  is  it  ?  To  throw  off  the  British  yoke 
and  be  an  Australian  dictator  ?  " 


"MAN  PKOPOSES."  259 

Carr  laughed. 

"  Nothing  is  further  from  my  mind,  or  my 
desires.  British  rule  is  not  a  yoke.  It  may  slip 
from  us  some  day,  not  because  we  throw  it  off, 
but  because  it  is  not  wide  enough  to  hold  us 
and  no  one  cares  to  stretch  it  to  fit  the  young 
giant  that  has  outgrown  it.  No,  Madame  Ealk, 
all  I  want  is  to  help  forward  certain  reforms, 
certain  movements,  and to  enjoy  myself." 

They  floated  on  into  sundry  arguments,  for 
they  rarely  agreed.  Carr  had  scrambled  up 
to  manhood  in  a  very  accidental,  and  on  the 
whole  healthy,  way,  and  from  nature  he  had 
gathered  some  idea  of  the  vast  and  minute 
network  of  causes,  influences,  contacts, 
repulsions,  that  mould  character  and  exercise 
reflex  action  on  the  will,  while  Madame  Falk 
— living  for  years  among  a  largely  Latin  race, 
profoundly  believed  in  the  codification  of  law 
in  every  direction,  and  had  swept  her  mind 
so  clear  of  tradition,  that  she  was  incapable 
of  perceiving  the  odd  harmony  which  some- 
times underlies  even  contradiction.  Carr 
often  vexed  her  by  what  she  considered  his 
obstinacy  and   blindness    to   the    beauty  of 
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rigid  rules,  yet  she  was  amused,  and  on  the 
whole  pleased,  that  a  young  man  with  the 
world  at  his  foot  evidently  liked  to  discuss 
and  dispute  with  her. 

Miss  Barton  had  been  nodding  over  some 
knitting  she  had  taken  up,  as  she  considered 
such  talk  sad  waste  of  time,  when  Carr  began 
to  say  good-bye. 

"  I  met  Mr.  Eiddell  as  I  was  coming  along 
here,"  he  said.  "  He  is  going  to  Dieppe  on 
Wednesday  ;  if  you  are  away  too  his  daughter 
will  have  a  lonely  time  of  it." 

"  On  Wednesday  !  "  repeated  Madame  Talk. 
"  He  never  mentioned  the  date  of  his  going,  I 
should  have  put  off  our  trip  if  I  had  known 
this — poor  child !  it  will  be  triste  for  her  \1  am 
surprised." 

" I  am  not"  said  Miss  Barton  emphatically. 
"  You  may  be  sure  he  is  going  away  solely  for 
his  daughter's  good." 

Carr  laughed. 

"  I  must  see  if  we  cannot  manage  to  induce 
May  to  come  down  to  us,"  remarked  Madame 
Falk  thoughtfully. 

"  Yes,  do  !  "  exclaimed  Carr  with  sudden 
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earnestness.  "  I  fancy  slie  has  a  dull  time  of 
it,  and  there  is  something  natural  and  graceful 
about  her — she  dances  right  well — I  should 
like  another  waltz  with  her." 

"  She  is  a  dear  !  "  cried  Madame  Talk.  "  I 
often  wonder  what  will  become  of  her.  I 
don't  think  Mr.  Eiddell  has  a  relation  in  the 
world,  at  least  not  worth  mentioning,  or  we 
should  have  heard  of  them,  but  he  is  just  one 
of  those  men  who  will  live  for  ever — he  takes 
such  care  of  himself.  How  utterly  unlike  him 
6-^^isI" 

"  Well,  my  dear  Madame  Falk,  good-bye,  I 
shall  make  a  point  of  returning  to  Paris  before 
I  start  for  home  as  I  intend  it  to  be — and 
hope  to  see  you  and  have  a  good  report  of 
your  fair  protegee.  Good-bye,  Miss  Barton."  A 
hearty  shake  of  the  hand — and  he  was  gone. 

"  He  is  on  the  whole  a  very  sensible  young 
man,"  was  Miss  Barton's  sentence  as  she 
gathered  up  Ivan  in  her  arms,  "  but  I  wish  he 
and  you  would  not  argue  and  talk  till  the 
dinner  is  spoiled,  and  Adrienne  dancing  mad. 
I  promised  her  she  should  go  out  at  seven — 
and  it  is  half-past  now." 
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"  Oh,  well — she  may  go  as  soon  as  she  puts 
on  the  dishes — and,  Sarah,  I  think  if  Mere 
Gilet  would  put  a  small  bed  for  me  in  my 
room  at  '  Le  Moulin,'  you  and  I  could  manage  • 
there  very  well,  and  we  might  give  your  room 
to  May — she  would  enjoy  the  farm — I  don't 
like  the  idea  of  leaving  her  here." 

"  Oh,  whatever  you  like  !  I  must  see  about 
dinner  now." 

Carr  walked  towards  his  hotel  in  deep 
thought — much  that  Madame  Zavadoskoi  had 
said  coming  back  to  his  mind  as  he  reflected 
on  what  had  fallen  from  Madame  Falk 
touching  the  uncertainty  of  May  Eiddell's 
future.  It  was  curious  that  as  the  image  of 
the  graceful  girl,  her  pensive  expression  and 
earnest  eyes,  rose  before  him — so  did  the 
countenance  of  Ogilvie.  Of  course  it  was  in 
no  way  remarkable  that,  associating  as  he  did 
with  that  "  old  twaddler  "  Eiddell,  he  should 
call  on  Madame  Falk,  who  was  the  Eiddells' 
most  intimate  friend,  and  at  the  same  time  too 
as  May.  But  he  could  not  get  rid  of  the  idea 
that  Ogilvie  had  intended  to  accompany  Miss 
Eiddell  wherever  she   was    going,    and    was 
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disposed,  if  a  quick  and  instantly  screened 
glance  told  anything,  to  wring  the  young 
Cockney's  throat  for  presuming  to  thrust  him- 
self into  the  place  Ogilvie  had  intended  to 
occupy.  Indeed,  that  so  reserved  and 
fastidious  a  man  should  bestow  so  much  time 
and  attention  on  such  a  "  wind-bag "  as  old 
Eiddell  had  already  puzzled  Carr.  And  then 
to  think  of  Ogilvie  putting  himself  out  of  the 
way  to  walk  with  a  nobody — who  was  neither 
brilliant  nor  important  nor  highly  placed — it 
was  at  least  remarkable.  The  fellow  had 
good  taste,  however,  Carr  thought — measur- 
ing, man-like,  a  woman's  attractions  by  the 
power  they  exercised  over  his  superior  in 
years,  experience  and  position,  and  he 
wondered  he  had  not  perceived  before  how 
very  charming  Miss  Eiddell  was.  How 
triumphant  the  soft  pallor  of  her  complexion, 
to  which  the  varying  colour  gave  so  much 
interest — the  restful  quiet  of  her  manner, 
which  never  seemed  disturbed  by  any  egoistic 
agitations — above  all  the  complete  freedom 
from  self-consciousness — or  any  expectation 
of  being  made  love  to,  which  kept  her  tone 
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to  men  and  women  exactly  the  same.  Yes — 
any  one  might  love  her,  only  Carr  was  not 
disposed  to  fall  in  love  just  then — he  was 
rather  sick  of  all  that  sort  of  thing — only  he 
hoped  Ogilvie  had  no  fancy  for  her.  He  was 
a  dangerous  man  in  every  sense,  and  could 

hardly  fail  to  work  mischief  if "  But  this 

is  all  folly,"  was  Carr's  ultimate  conclusion,  "  I 
am  growing  a  driveller." 
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"You'll  be  sure  to  persuade  Mr.  Eiddell, 
May,"  were  Madame  Falk's  last  words  next 
morning.  "  I  shall  be  up  next  week  and  can 
take  you  back  with  me." 

"  Dearest  Madame  Falk !  It  would  be 
only  too  delightful.  I  will  ask  Mr.  Ogilvie  to 
back  me  up,  and  my  father  is  not  going  now 
till  Friday  or  Saturday.  He  must  wait  for 
some  letter  from  England,  so  that  would 
give  me  only  three  or  four  days  by  myself. 
Don't  forget  to  send  me  a  card  to  morrow  with 
your  address." 

END    OE   VOL.    I. 
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